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A  C  T   I.     SCENE  I. 

A'  PALACE. 
Enter  Duke,  Efcalus,  and  Lords, 
Duke.   H     ^  Scalus  / 

EfcaL  My  lord. 

Duke.  Of  government  the  properties 
t*  unfold 

Would  feem  in  me  faffed!:  fpeech  and  dif- 

courfe  ; 

Since  I  am  not  to  know,  that  your  own  fcience  \ 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  lifts  of  all  advice 
My  ftrength  can  give  you  :  then  no  more  remains, 
But  that  to  your  fufficiency  you  join 
A  will  to  ferve  us  as  your  worth  is  able, 
And  let  them  work.    The  nature  of  our  people, 
Our  city's. inftitutions,  and  the  terms 
Of  common  juftice,  y'are  as  pregnant  in, 
As  art  and  practice  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember.    There  is  our  commiflion, 
From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp.    Call  hither, 

[To  the  Attendants, 

I  fay,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo  : 
What  figure  of  us  think  you  he  will  bear  ? 
For  you  muft  know,  we  have  with  fpecial  foul 
Elecled  him  our  abfence  to  fupply ; 
Lent  him  our  terror,  dreft  him  with  our  love  j 
And  giv'n  his  deputation  all  the  organs 
Of  our  own  power  :  fay,  what  think  you  of  it  ? 
.  Efcal,  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 
V  A  3  To 


To  undergo  fuch  ample  grace  and  honour, 
It  is  lord  Angelo, 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Angelo. 

Duke,  Look  where  he  comes. 

Ang,  Always  obedient  to  your  Grace's  wiil, 
I  come  to  know  your  pleafure. 

Duke,  Angela, 
There  is  a  kind  of  character  in  thy  life, 
That,  to  th'  obferver,  doth  thy  hiftory 
Fully  unfold  :  thyfelf  and  thy  belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  fo  proper,  as  to  wafte 
Xhy  felf  upon  thy  virtues,  them  on  thee  : 
Heav'n  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  torches  do, 
Not  light  them  for  themfelves :  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  as  if 
We  had  them  not.    Spirits  are  not  finely  touchM, 
But  to  fine  iflues  3  nature  never  lends 
The  fmalleft  fcruple  of  her  excellence, 
But,  like  a  thrifty  goddefs,  me  determines 
Herfelf  the  glory  of  a  creditor, 
Both  thanks,  and  ufe.    But  I  do  bend  mv  fpeech 
To  one  that  can  in  my  part  me  advertife  5 
Hold  therefore,  Angelo,  [Giving  him  his  commifficn. 

In  our  remove,  be  thou  at  full  our  felf. 
Mortality  and  mercy  in  Vienna 
T.ivc  in  thy  tongue  and  heart :  old  Efcalus, 
Though  firft  in  queftion,  is  thy  fecoodary. 
Take  thy  commillion. 

Ang,  Now,  good  my  lord, 
Let  there  be  fome  moreteit  made  of  my  metal. 
Before  fo  noble  and  fo  great  a  figure 
Be  ftempt  upon  it. 

Duke,  Come,  no  more  evafion  : 
We  have  with  a  prepar'd  and  leavenM  choice 
Proceeded  to  you  $  therefore  take  your  honours* 
Our  hafte  from  hence  is  of  fo  quick  condition, 
That  it  prefers  itfelf,  and  leaves  unqueftion'd 
Matters  of  needful  value.    We  mail  write, 
As  time  and  our  concernings  mall  importune, 
Bow  it  goes  with  us,  and  do  look  to  know 

What 


What  doth  befal  you  here.    So  fare  you  well. 
To  th*  hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  ourcommhTion. 

Ang*  Yet  give  leave,  my  lord, 
That  we  may  bring  you  fomething  on  the  way. 

Duke.  My  hafte  may  not  admit  it ; 
Nor  need  you,  on  mine  honour,  have  to  do 
With  any  fcruple  5  your  fcope  is  as  mine  own, 
So  to  inforce,  or  qualific  the  law, 
As  to  your  foul  feems  good.    Give  me  your  hand  5 
I'll  privily  away.    I  love  the  people, 
But  do  not  like  to  ftage  me  to  their  eyes : 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relifh  well 
Their  loud  applaufe,  and  Ave* 5  vehement : 
Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  fafe  difcretion 
That  does  aftect  it.    Once  more  fare  you  well. 

Ang.  The  heav'ns  give  fafety  to  your  purpofes ! 

Efcal.  Lead  forth  and  bring  you  back  in  happinefs ! 

Duke.  I  thank  you,  fare  you  well.  [Exit* 

Efcal.  I  /hall  defire  you,  Sir,  to  give  me  leave 
To  have  free  fpeech  with  you  5  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  the  bottom  of  my  place : 
A  pow'r  I  have,  but  of  what  ftrength  and  nature 
T  am  not  yet  inftructed. 

Ang.  *Tis  fo  with  me :  let  us  withdraw  together, 
And  we  may  foon  our  fatisfaction  have 
Touching  that  point. 

Efcal.  I'll  wait  upon  your  honour.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    III.     The  Street. 
Enter  Lucio,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Lucio.  If  the  Duke,  with  the  other  Dukes,  come  not 
to  compofition  with  the  King  of  Hungary,  why  then  all 
the  Dukes  fall  upon  the  King. 

1  Gent.  Hcav'n  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the  King  of 
Hungary's  ! 

a  Gent.  Amen  ! 

Lucio.  Thou  conclude  like  the  fandtimonious  pyrate, 
that  went  to  fea  with  the  ten  commandments,  but  fcrapM 
one  out  of  the  table. 

a  Gent.  Thou  malt  not  fteal  ? 

*  Lmu 


Lucio,  Ay,  that  he  raz'd. 

1  Gent.  Why,  'twas  a  commandment  to  command  the 
captain  and  all  the  reft  from  their  functions  ;  they  put 
forth  to  fteal :  there's  not  a  foldierof  us  all,  that  in  the 
thankfgiving  after  meat  doth  reliih  the  petition  well  that 
prays  for  Peace. 

2  Gent.  I  never  heard  any  foldier  dillike  it. 

Lucio.  I  believe  thee :  for  I  think  thou  never  waft 
where  grace  was  faid. 

2  Gent.  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  leaft. 

1  Gent.  What  ?  in  meeter  ? 

Lucio.  Not  in  any  profeflion,  or  in  any  language,  I 
think,  or  in  any  religion. 

2  Gtnt.  And  why  not  ?  grace  is  grace,  defpight  of  all 
controverfie. 

Lucio.  As  for  example,  thou  thyfelf  art  a  wicked  vil- 
lain, defpight  of  all  grace. 

2  Gent.  Well  5  there  went  but  a  pair  of  iheers  between 
us. 

Lucio.  I  grant  ;  as  there  may  between  the  lifts  and  the 
velvet.    Thou  art  the  lift. 

2  Gent.  And  thou  the  velvet  5  thou  art  good  velvet  ; 
thou*rt  a  three-pilM  piece,  I  warrant  thee  :  I  had  as  lief 
be  a  lift  of  an  Engli/b  ker fey ,  as  be  pil'd,  as  thou  art 
pil*d,  for  a  French  velvet.    Do  I  fpeak  feelingly  now  ? 

Lucio.  I  think  thou  doft ;  and  indeed  with  moft  painful 
feeling  of  thy  fpeech :  I  will,  out  of  thine  own  confeffion, 
learn  to  begin  thy  health  ;  but,  whilft  I  live,  forget  to 
drink  after  thee. 

2  Gent.  I  think  I  have  done  myfelf  wrong,  have  I  not  ? 

1  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  haft  j  whether  thou  art  tainted, 
or  free. 

SCENE    IV.     Bawd,  coming  at  a  diflance. 
Lucio.  Behold,  behold,  where  Madam  Mitigation  comes. 

1  Gent.  I  have  purchas'd  as  many  difeafes  under  her  roof, 
as  come  to  

2  Gent.  To  what,  pray  ? 

1  Gent.  Judge. 

2  Gent.  To  three  thoufand  dollars  *  a  year. 
*  A  quibble  intended  between  dtllars  and  dtfourt, 

I  Gent. 
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1  Gent,  Ay,  and  more. 
Lucio.  A  French  crown  more  *. 

1  Gent .  Thou  art  always  figuring  difeafes  in  me  5  but 
thou  art  full  of  error  j  I  am  found. 

Lucio,  Nay,  not,  as  one  would  fay,  healthy  ;  but  fo 
found,  as  things  that  are  hollow  5  thy  bones  are  hollow  ; 
impiety  hath  made  a  feaft  of  thee. 

1  Gent,  How  now,  which  of  your  hips  has  the  moft 
profound  fciatica  ?  [To  the  Bawd, 

Bawd,  Well,  well;  there's  one  yonder  arretted,  and 
carry' d  to  prifon,  was  worth  five  thoufand  of  you  all. 

1  Gent,  Who's  that,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Bawd,  Marry,  Sir,  that's  Claudia,  Signior  Claudia, 

1  Gent,  Claudio  to  prifon  ?  'tis  not  fo. 

Bawd,  Nay,  but  I  know  'tis  fo  ;  I  faw  him  arretted  5 
faw  him  carry'd  away  ;  and  which  is  more,  within  thefe 
three  days  his  head  is  to  be  chopt  ofT. 

Lucio,  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not  have  it 
fo  ;  art  thou  fure  of  this  ? 

Bawd,  I  am  too  fure  of  it  5  and  it  is  for  getting  Madam 
Julietta  with  child. 

Lucio.  Believe  me,  this  may  be ;  he  promifed  to  meet  me 
two  hours  fince,  and  he  was  ever  precife  in  promife-keeping. 

2  Gent,  Befides,  you  know  it  draws  fomething  near*  to 
the  fpeech  we  had  to  fuch  a  purpofe. 

1  Gent .  But  moft  of  all  agreeing  with  the  proclamation. 

Lucio,  Away,  let's  go  learn  the  truth  of  it.  [Exeunt, 

Bawd,  Thus,  what  with  the  war,  what  with  the  fweat, 
what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with  poverty,  I  am  cu- 
ttom-fhrunk.    How  now  ?  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 
SCENE   V.     Enter  Clown. 

Chwn,  Yonder  man  is  carry'd  to  prifon. 

Bawd,  Well  5  what  has  he  done  ? 

Clown,  A  woman. 

Bawd,  But  what's  his  offence  ? 

Clown,  Groping  for  trouts  in  a  peculiar  river. 

Bawd.  What  ?  is  there  a  maid  with  child  by  him  ? 

Clown.  No  ;  but  there's  a  woman  with  maid  by  him. 
You  have  not  heard  of  the  proclamation,  have  you  ? 

*  AMuding  to  the  venereal  fcab  upon  thehcadcall'd  Corona  Veneris. 

Bawd. 
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Bawd.  What  proclamation,  man  ? 

Clown.  All  houfes  in  the  fuburbs  of  Vienna  muft  be 
pluck' d  down. 

Bawd.  And  what  fhall  become  of  thofe  in  the  city  ? 

Clown.  They  fhall  ftand  for  feed ;  they  had  gone  down 
too,  but  that  a  wife  burgher  put  in  for  them. 

Bawd.  But  fhall  our  houfes  of  refort  in  the  fuburbs  be 
pull'd  down  ? 

Clcwn.  To  the  ground,  miftrefs. 

Bawd.  Why,  here's  a  change  indeed  in  the  common- 
wealth j  what  fhall  become  of  me  ? 

Clown.  Come,  fear  not  you  3  good  counfellors  lack  no 
clients ;  though  you  change  your  place,  you  need  not 
change  your  trade  :  I'll  be  your  tapfter  ftill.  Courage, 
there  will  be  pity  taken  on  you  ;  you  that  have  worn  your 
eyes  almoft  out  in  the  fervice,  you  will  be  confidered. 

Bawd. What's  to  do  hereffbomasTapfter  f  let's  withdraw. 

Clown.  Here  comes  Signior  Claudio  t  led  by  the  Provoft  to 
prifon  ;  and  there's  Madam  Juliet.  [Exe.  Bawd  aw/ Clown. 

SCENE  VI.    Enter  Provoft,  Claudio,  Juliet,  and 
Officers.    Lucio  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Claud.  Fellow, why  doft  thou  fhow  me  thus  to  th' world  ? 
Bear  me  to  prifon,  where  I  am  committed. 

Prov.  I  do  it  not  in  evil  difpofition, 
But  from  lord  Angelo  by  fpecial  charge. 

Claud.  Thus  can  the  Demi-god  Authority 
Make  us  pay  down,  for  our  offence,  by  weight  ; 
I'  th'  words  of  heav'n,  on  whom  it  will,  it  will ; 
On  whom  it  will  not,  fo  5  yet  ftill  'tis  juft. 

Lucio.  Why,  how  now,  Claudio  f  whence  comes  this  re- 
ftraint  ? 

Claud.  From  too  much  liberty,  my  Lucio,  liberty  5 
As  furfeit  is  the  father  of  much  faft, 
So  every  fcope  by  the  immod'rate  ufe 
Turns  to  reftraint :  our  natures  do  purfue 
(Like  rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper  bane,) 
A  thirftyevil,  and  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

Lucio,  If  I  could  fpeak  fo  wifely  under  an  arreft,  I 
would  fend  for  certain  of  my  creditors  5  and  yet,  to  fay  the 
truth,  I  had  as  lief  have  the  foppery  of  freedom,  as  the 

morality 
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morality  of  imprifonment :  what's  thy  offence,  Claudh  f 

Claud.  What  but  to  fpeak  of  would  offend  again. 

Lucio.  What  is't,  murder  ? 

Claud.  No. 

Lucio,  Letchery  ? 

Claud.  Call  it  fo. 

Prov.  Away,  Sir,  you  muft  go. 
I    Claud.  One  word,  good  friend  :  Lucio,  a  word  with  you, 

Lucio.  A  hundred  ;  if  they'll  do  you  any  good  : 
Is  letchery  fo  look'd  after  ? 

Claud.  Thus  ftands  it  with  me  5  upon  a  true  contract 
I  got  polTelTIon  of  Julietta's  bed, 
You  know  the  lady,  me  is  faft  my  wife, 
|Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  order.    This  we  came  not  to, 
Only  for  propagation  of  a  dowre 
Remaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  friends, 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  love 
'Till  time  had  made  them  for  us.    But  it  chances 
The  ftealth  of  our  mutual  entertainment, 
With  character  too  grofs,  is  writ  in  Juliet, 

Lucio,  With  child,  perhaps  ? 

Claud.  Unhappily,  even  fo. 
And  the  new  Deputy  now  for  the  Duke, 
(Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpfe  of  newnefs  j 
Or  whether  that  the  body  publick  be 
A  horfe  whereon  the  governor  doth  ride, 
Who  newly  in  the  feat,  that  it  may  know 
He  can  command,  lets  it  ftrait  feel  the  fpur  ; 
Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place, 
Or  in  his  eminence  that  fills  it  up, 
Iftaggerin  :  but)  this  new  governor 
Awakes  me  all  th1  enrolled  penalties 
Which  have  like  unfcour'd  armour  hung  by  th'  wall  » 
So  long,  that  nineteen  zodiacks  have  gone  round, 
And  none  of  them  been  worn  ;  and  for  a  name, 
Now  puts  the  drowfie  and  neglected  act 
Frefhly  on  me  5  'tis  furely  for  a  name. 

Lucio.  I  warrant,  fo  it  is  ;  and  thy  head  ftands 
So  tickle  on  thy  fhoulte,  that  a  milk-maid, 
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If  me  be  but  in  love,  may  flgh  it  off. 
Send  after  the  Duke,  and  appeal  to  him. 

Claud,  I  have  done  fo,  but  he's  not  to  be  found. 
I  pr'ythee,  Lucio  y  do  me  this  kind  fervice: 
This  day  my  lifter  mould  the  cloifter  enter, 
And  there  receive  her  approbation. 
Acquaint  her  with  the  danger  ©f  my  Hate, 
Implore  her  in  my  voice,  that  me  make  friends 
To  the  ftri&  Deputy ;  bid  her  felf  aflay  him, 
I  have  great  hope  in  that ;  for  in  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  fpeechlefs  dialect:, 
Such  as  moves  men  :  befide,  fhe  hath  profp'rous  art 
When  fhe  will  play  with  reafon  and  difcourfe, 
And  well  me  can  perfuade. 

Lucio.  I  pray  fhe  may  ; 
As  well  for  the  encouragement  of  the  like, 
Which  elfe  would  ftand  on  grievous  impofition  5 
As  for  thy  life,  which  I'd  be  forry  fhould  be 
Thus  feoliflily  loft  at  a  game  of  tick-tack. 
T)\  to  her  ftrait. 

Claud.  I  thank  you,  good  friend  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Within  two  hours. 

Claud.  Come,  officer,  away.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE   VII.  ^Monaftery. 
Enter  Duke  and  Friar  Thomas. 

Duke.  No  ;  holy  father,  throw  away  that  thought, 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart  «f  love 
Can  pierce  a  compleat  breaft  :  why  I  defire  thee 
To  give  me  fecret  harbour,  hath  a  purpofe 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  than  the  aims  and  ends 
Of  burning  youth. 

Fri.  May  your  Grace  fpeak  of  it  ? 

Duke.  My  holy  Sir,  none  better  knows  than  yon 
How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  life  removed  ; 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  afiemblies, 
Where  youth,  and  coft,  and  witlefs  bravery  keep. 
I  have  delivered  to  lord  Angelo 
(A  man  of  ftriclure  and  firm  abftinence) 
My  abfolute  pow'r  and  place  here  in  Vienna, 
And  he  fuppofes  me  travelled  to  Poland  j 


Meafure  for  Meafure.  13 

For  fo  I've  ftrew'd  it  in  the  common  ear, 
And  fo  it  is  receiv'd  :  now,  pious  Sir, 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this  ? 
Friar.  Gladly,  my  lord. 

Duke.  We  have  ftrict  ftatutes  and  moft  biting  laws, 
(The  needful  bits  and  curbs  for  head-ftrong  fteeds) 
"Which  for  this  nineteen  years  we  have  let  fleep  j 
Even  like  an  o'er- grown  lion  in  a  cave, 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey  :  now,  as  fond  fathers 
Having  bound  up  the  threat'ning  twigs  of  birch, 
Only  to  ftick  it  in  their  chiidrens  fight, 
For  terror,  not  to  ufe  ;  in  time  the  rod 
Becomes  moremock'd  than  fear'd  :  fo  our  decrees, 
Dead  to  infh&ion,  to  themfelves  are  dead, 
And  liberty  plucks  juftice  by  the  nofe  ; 
The  baby  beats  the  nurfe,  and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  decorum. 

Fri.  It  reded  in  your  Grace 
T'  unloofe  this  ty'd-up  juftice,  when  you  pleas'd  : 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  would  have  feem'd 
Than  in  lord  Angela . 

Duke.  I  fear,  too  dreadful. 
Sith  'twas  my  fault,  to  give  the  people  fcope, 
'Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  ft r ike  and  gall  them 
For  what  I  bid  them  do.    For  we  bid  this 
When  evil  deeds  have  their  permiflive  pafs, 
And  not  the  punifhment.    Therefore,  my  father, 
I  have  on  Angela  impos'd  the  office  : 
Who  may  in  th'  ambufti  of  my  name  ftrike  home, 

And  yet,  my  nature  never  in  the  fight 

To  do  it  flander :  To  behold  his  fway, 

I  will,  as  'twere  a  brother  of  your  order, 

Vifit  both  Prince  and  people  5  therefore  pr'ythee 

Supply  me  with  the  habit,  and  inftrud  me 

How  I  may  formally  my  perfon  bear 

Like  a  true  Friar.    More  reafons  for  this  attion 

At  your  more  leifure  mail  I  render  you  5 

Only  this  one  :  lord  Angela  is  precife, 

Stands  at  a  guard  with  envy,  fcarce  confefl'es 
Vol.  II,  B  That 
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That  his  blood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 
Is  more  to  bread  than  ftone :  hence  mall  we  fee, 
If" power  change  purpofe,  what  ourfeemers  be.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    VIII.      A  Nunnery. 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Francifca. 
Ifab,  And  have  you  Nuns  no  farther  privileges  ? 
Nun,  Are  not  thefe  large  enough  ? 
Ifab.  Yes  truly  5  I  fpeak  not  as  defiring  more, 
But  rather  wifhing  a  more  ftrict  reftraint 
Upon  the  fitter  votarifts  of  Saint  Clare. 

Lucio  within, 
Lucio.  Hoa  !  peace  be  in  this  place ! 
Jfab.  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 
Nun,  It  is  a  man's  voice  i  gentle  Ifabella, 
Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  bufinefs  of  him  : 
You  may  ;  I  may  not ;  you  are  yet  unfworn  : 
When  you  have  vow'd,  you  mult  not  fpeak  with  men 
But  in  the  prefence  of  the  priorefs  ; 
Then  if  you  fpeak,  you  muft  not  mew  your  face, 
Or  if  you  mew  your  face,  you  muft  not  fpeak. 
He  calls  again  j  I  pray  you  anfwer  him.       [Exit,  franc* 
Ifab.  Peace  and  profperity  !  who  is' t  that  calls  ? 
Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Hail,  virgin,  if  you  be,  as  thofo  cheek-rofes 
Proclaim  you  are  no  lefs,  can  you  fo  ftead  me, 
As  bring  me  to  the  fight  of  Ifabella, 
A  novice  of  this  place,  and  the  fair  fifter 
To  her  unhappy  brother  Clatulio  f 

Ifab,  Why  her  unhappy  brother  ?  let  me  alk 
The  rather,  for  I  now  muft  make  you  know 
I  am  that  Ifabella,  and  his  fifter. 

Lucio.  Gentle  and  fair,  your  brother  kindly  greets  you  ; 
Not  to  be  weary  with  you,  he's  in  prifon. 

Ifab.  Wo  me,  for  what  ? 

Lucio.  For  that,  which  if  myfelf  might  be  his  judge, 
He  Ihould  receive  his  punifhment  in  thanks  j 
He  hath  got  his  friend  with  child. 

Ifab.  Sir,  make  me  not  your  ftory. 

Lucio,  I  would  not,  tho'  'tis  my  familiar  fin 

With 
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With  maids  to  feem  the  lapwing  *,  and  to  jeft, 
Tongue  far  from  heart,  play  with  all  virgins  fo. 
I  hold  you  as  a  thing  en-fky'd  and  fainted, 
By  your  renouncement  an  immortal  fpirit, 
And  to  be  talkM  with  in  fincerity, 
As  with  a  faint. 

JJab.  You  do  blafpheme  the  good,  in  mocking  me. 

Lucio.  ©0  not  believe  it.  Fewnels  and  truth,  'tis  thus ; 
Your  brother  and  his  lover  having  embrac'd, 
As  thofe  that  feed  grow  full,  as  blofibming  time 
Doth  from  the  feednefs  the  bare  fallow  bring 
To  teeming  foyfon ;  fo  her  plenteous  womb 
Exprefifeth  its  full  tilth  and  hufbandry. 

Ifab.  Some  one  with  child  by  him  ?  my  coufin  Juliet  ? 

Lucio,  Is  me  your  coufin  ? 

JJab.  Adoptedly,  as  fchool-maids  change  their  names, 
By  vain,  tho'  apt,  affection, 
Lucio.  She  it  is. 
JJab.  Let  him  then  marry  her. 
Lucio.  This  is  the  point. 
The  Duke  is  very  ftrangely  gone  from  hence : 
Bore  many  gentlemen,  my  felf  being  one, 
In  hand  and  hope  of  action ;  but  we  learn, 
By  thofe  that  know  the  very  nerves  of  ftate, 
His  givings  out  were  of  an  infinite  diftance 
From  his  true-meant  defign.    Upon  his  place  f 
And  with  full  line  of  his  authority, 
Governs  lord  Angelo  ;  a  man  whofe  blood 
Is  very  fnow-broth,  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  ftings  and  motions  of  the  fenfe  ; 
But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
With  profits  of  the  mind,  ftudy  and  faft. 

He,  to  give  fear  to  ufe  and  liberty, 

Which  have  long  time  run  by  the  hideous  law 

As  mice  by  lions  ;  hath  pickt  out  an  act, 

Under  whofe  heavy  fenfe  your  brother's  life 

Falls  into  forfeit ;  he  arrefts  him  on  it, 

And  follows  clofe  the  rigor  of  the  ftatute, 

#  Thclapwings  fly  with  fccming  fright  and  anxiety  far  frdtn 
their  nefta  to  deceive  thofe  who  feck  their  young. 

B  a  To 
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To  make  him  an  example  ;  all  hope's  gone, 
XJnlefs  you  have  the  grace  by  your  fair  prayer 
To  foften  Angelo  j  and  that's  my  pith 
Of  bufinefs  betwixt  you  and  your  poor  brother, 

Ifab.  Doth  he  fo  feek  his  life  ? 

Lucio.  H'as  cenfur'd  him 
Already,  and,  I  hear,  the  Provoft  hath 
A  warrant  for  his  execution. 

Ifab.  Alas  !  what  poor  ability's  in  me 
To  do  him  good  ? 

Lua'o.  Aflay  the  power  you  have. 

Jfab.  My  power  alas !  I  doubt. 

Lucio.  Our  doubts  are  traitors, 
And  make  us  lofe  the  good  we  oft  might  win,  . 
By  fearing  to  attempt.    Go  to  lord  Angelo, 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  maidens  fue 
Men  give  like  Gods  5  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel, 
All  their  petitions  are  as  truly  theirs, 
As  they  themfelves  would  owe  them, 

Ifab.  I'll  fee  what  I  can  do. 

Lucio.  But  fpeedily. 

Ifab.  I  will  about  it  ftrait ; 
No  longer  flaying,  but  to  give  the  mother 
Notice  of  my  affair.    I  humbly  thank  you  ; 
Commend  me  to  my  brother  :  foon  at  night 
I'll  fend  him  certain  word  of  my  fuccefs. 

Lucio,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ifab.  Good  Sir,  adieu.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T   II.       SCENE  I. 

The  Palace. 

Enter  Angelo,  Efcalus,  a  Juftice,  and  Attendants. 
%*fT7  E  muft  not  make  a  fcare-crow  of  the  law, 

V  V   Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey, 
And  let  it  keep  one  fhape,  'till  cuftom  make  it 
Their  perch,  and  not  their  terror. 

Efcal.  Ay,  but  yet 
Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little, 
Than  fall,  and  bruife  to  death.    Alas  !  this  gentleman, 
Whom  I  would  fave,  had  a  moll:  noble  father  5 

Let 
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Let  but  your  honour  know,  whom  I  believe 

To  be  moft  ftrait  in  virtue,  whether  in 

The  working  of  your  own  affections, 

Had  time  coherM  with  place,  or  place  with  wi/hing, 

Or  that  the  refolute  acting  of  your  blood 

Could  have  attained  trT  effect  of  your  own  purpofe, 

Whether  you  had  not  fometime  in  your  life 

Err'd  in  this  point  you  cenfure  now  in  him, 

And  pullM  the  law  upon  you. 

Ang.  'Tis  one  thing  to  be  tempted,  Efcalus, 
Another  thing  to  fall.    I  not  deny 
The  jury  palling  on  the  prifoner's  life 
May  in  the  fworn  twelve  have  a  thief  or  two, 
Guiltier  than  him  they  try  ;  what's  open  made 
Yojuftice,  that  it  feizes  on.    What  know 
The  Jaws  that  thieves  do  pafs  on  thieves  ?  *tis  pregnant, 
The  jewel  that  we  find,  we  floop  and  take't, 
Becaufe  we  fee  it  ;  but  what  we  do  not  fee, 
We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  it. 
You  may  not  fo  extenuate  his  offence, 
For  I  have  had  fuch  faults ;  but  rather  tell  me 
When  I,  that  cenfure  him,  do  fo  offend, 
Let  mine  own  judgment  pattern  out  my  death, 
And  nothing  come  in  partial.    He  muft  die. 

Enter  Provoft. 
Efcal.  Be't  as  your  wifdom  will. 
Ang.  Where  is  the  Provoft  ? 
Prov.  Here,  if  it  like  your  honour. 
Ang.  See  that  Claudio 
Be  executed  by  nine  to-  morrow  morning. 
Bring  him  his  confeffor,  ret  him  be  prepared, 
For  that's  the  utmoft  of  his  pilgrimage.      [Exit  Provoft. 

Efcal.  Well,  heav'n  forgive  him  !  and  forgive  us  all ! 
Some  rife  by  fin,  and  fame  by  virtue  fall : 
Some  run  through  brakes  of  vice,  and  anfwer  none  5 
And  fome  condemned  for  one  fault  alone. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Elbow,  Froth,  Clown,  and  Officers. 
Elb.  Come,  bring  them  away  5  if  thefe  be  good  people 
B  3  in 
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in  a  common-weal,  that  do  nothing  but  ufe  their  abufes  in 
common  houfes,  I  know  no  law  ;  bring  them  away. 

Jlng.  How  now,  Sir,  what's  your  name  ?  and  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Elb.  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  I  am  the  poor  Duke's 
conftable,  and  my  name  is  Elbow  j  I  do  lean  upon  juftice, 
Sir,  and  do  bring  in  here  before  your  good  honour  two  no- 
torious benefactors. 

Ang.  Benefactors?  well  5  what  benefactors  are  they? 
are  they  not  malefactors  ? 

Elb.  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  I  know  not  well  what 
they  are  5  but  precife  villains  they  are,  that  I  am  fure  of, 
and  void  of  all  profanation  in  the  world,  that  good  chri- 
ftians  ought  to  have. 

Efcal.  This  comes  off  well ;  here's  a  wife  officer. 

Ang,  Go  to :  what  quality  are  you  of  ?  Elbow  is  your 
name  ?  Why  doft  thou  not  fpeak,  Elbow  ? 

Clown.  He  cannot,  Sir  ;  he's  out  at  elbow. 

Ang,  What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Elb.  He,  Sir  ?  a  tapfter,  Sir  ;  parcel-bawd  ;  one  that 
ferves  a  bad  woman  3  whefe  houfe,  Sir,  was,  as  they  fay, 
p^uckt  down  in  the  fuburbs ;  and  now  me  profefTes  a  hot- 
houfe  5  which,  I  think,  is  a  very  ill  houfe  too. 

Efcal.  How  know  you  that  ? 

Elb.  My  wife,  Sir>  whom  I  deteft  before  heav'n  ai.d 
your  honour. 

Efcal.  How  !  thy  wife  ? 

Elb.  Ay, Sir  5  whom  I  thank  heav'n  is  an  honefl:  woman. 

Efcal.  Doft  thou  deteft  her  therefore  ? 

Elb.  I  fay,  Sir,  I  will  deteft  myfelf  alfo,  as  well  as  me, 
that  this  houfe,  if  it  be  not  a  bawd's  houfe,  it  is  pity  of 
her  life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  houfe. 

Efcal.  How  doft  thou  know  that,  conftable  ? 

Elb.  Marry,  Sir,  by  my  wife  ;  who,  if  me  had  been  a 
woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been  accufed  in  forni- 
cation, adultery,  and  all  uncleannefs  there. 

Efcal.  By  that  woman's  means  ? 

Elb.  Ay,  Sir,  by  miftrefs  Over-don's  means  5  but  as  me 
fpit  in  his  face,  fo  ftiedefy'd  him. 
Clown*  Sir,  if  it  pleafe  your  honour,  this  is  not  fo. 

Elb, 
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Elb.  Prove  it  before  thefe  varlets  here,  thou  honourable 
man,  prove  it. 

Efcal.  Do  you  hear  how  he  mifplaces  ? 

Clown.  Sir,  fhe  came  in  great  with  child  ;  and  longing 
(faving  your  honour's  reverence)  for  ftew'd  prunes  ;  we 
had  but  two  in  the  houfe,  which  at  that  very  inftant  time 
ftcod,  as  it  were,  in  a  fruit-dim,  a  dilh  of  fome  three 
pence  ;  (your  honours  have  feen  fuch  dimes,  they  are  not 
China  dimes,  but  very  good  dirties.) 

Efcal.  Go  to,  go  to  ;  no  matter  for  the  difh,  Sir. 

Clown.  No  indeed,  Sir,  not  of  a  pin  ;  you  are  therein 
in  the  right :  but  to  the  point ;  as  I  fay,  this  miftrefs  El- 
bow, being,  as  I  fay,  with  child,  and  being  great  bellyM, 
and  longing,  as  I  faid,  for  prunes  5  and  having  no  more  in 
the  dim,  as  I  faid  5  mafter  Froth  here,  this  very  man, 
having  eaten  the  reft,  as  I  faid,  and,  as  I  fay,  paying  for 
them  very  honeftly  5  fcr,  as  you  know,  mafter  Frothy  I 
could  not  give  you  three  pence  again. 

Froth.  No  indeed. 

Clown.  Very  well ;  you  being  then,  if  you  be  remem- 
bred,  cracking  the  ftones  of  the  forefaid  prunes. 
Froth.  Ay,  fo  I  did  indeed. 

Clown.  Why,  very  well  ;  I  telling  you  then,  if  you  be 
rerr.embred,  that  fuch  a  one,  and  fuch  a  one,  were  pan: 
cure  of  the  thing  ycu  wot  of,  unlefs  they  kept  good  diet, 
as  I  told  you. 

Froth.  All  this  is  true.  t 

Clown.  Why,  very  well  then. 

Efcal.  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  fool ;  to  the  purpofe  i 
what  was  done  to  Elbow^s  wife,  that  he  hath  caufe  to  com- 
plain of  ?  come  to  what  was  done  to  her. 

Clown.  Sir,  your  honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 

Efcal,  No,  Sir,  I  mean  it  not. 

Clown.  Sir,  but  ^ou  /hall  come  to  it,  by  your  honour's 
leave  :  and  I  befeech  you,  look  into  mafter  Froth  here, 
Sir,  a  man  of  fourfcore  pound  a  year  5  whofe  father  dy'd 
at  Hallowmas.  Was't  not  at  Hallowmas,  mafter  Froth  t 

Froth.  All-holland  eve. 

Clown.  Why,  very  well ;  I  hope  here  be  truths.  He, 
Sir,  fitting,  as  I  fay,  in  a  lower  chair,  Sir  5  'twas  in  the 

bunch 
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bunch.of  grapes,  where  indeed  you  have  a  delight  to  fit, 
have  you  not  ? 

Froth,  I  have  fo,  becaufe  it  is  an  open  room,  and  good 
for  winter. 

Clown.  Why,  very  well  then :  I  hope  here  be  truths* 
Ang.  This  will  laft  out  a  night  in  RuJJia, 

When  nights  are  longeft  there.    Fli  take  my  leave, 

And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  caufe, 

Hoping  you'll  find  good  caufe  to  whip  tkem  all.  [Exit. 
SCENE  III. 
Efcal.  I  think  no  lefs.    Good-morrow  to  your  lordfliip. 

Now,  Sir,  come  on  :  what  was  done  to  Elbow' 3  wife,  once 

more  ? 

Clown.  Once,  Sir  ?  there  was  nothing  done  to  her  once. 
Elb.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  ask  him  what  this  man  did  to 
my  wife. 

Clown.  I  befeech  your  honour,  ask  me. 

Ejcal.  Well,  Sir,  what  did  this  gentleman  to  her  ? 

Clown.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  look  in  this  gentleman's 
face  j  good  mailer  Froth,  look  upon  his  honour  j  'tis  for  a 
good  purpofe  ;  doth  your  honour  mark  his  face  ? 

Efcal.  Ay,  Sir,  very  well. 

Clown.  Nay,  I  befeech  you,  mark  it  well. 

Efcal.  Well,  1  do  fo. 

Clown.  Doth  your  honour  fee  any  harm  in  his  face  ? 
Efcal.  Why,  no. 

Clown.  I'll  be  fuppos'd  upon  a  book,  his  face  is  the  worft 
thing  about  him  :  good  then  ;  if  his  face  be  the  worft  thing 
about  him,  how  could  matter  Froth  do  the  conftable's  wife 
any  harm  ?    I  would  know  that  of  your  honour. 

Efcal.  He's  in  the  right ;  conftable,  what  fay  you  to  it? 

Elb.  Firft,  an  it  like  yon,  the  houfe  is  a  refpected  houfe  ; 
next,  this  is  a  refpe&ed  fellow  ;  and  his  miftrefs  is  a  re- 
fpecled  woman. 

Clown.  By  this  hand,  Sir,  his  wife  is  a  more  refpe&ed 
perfon  than  any  of  us  ail. 

Elb.  Varlet,  thou  lieft  ;  thou  lieft,  wicked  varlet  ;  the 
jtime  is  yet  to  come^  thatihe  was  ever  refpe&ed  with  man, 
woman,  or  child. 

Clown* 
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Clown., Sir,  me  was  refpected  with  him  before  he  mar- 
ry* d  with  her. 

Efcal.  Which  is  the  wifer  here  j  Juftice,  or  Iniquity  f 
Is  this  true  ? 

Elb.  O  thou  caitiff!  O  thou  varlet !  O  thou  wicked 
*  Hannibal!  I  refpected  with  her  before  I  was  marry'd 
to  her  ?  If  ever  I  was  refpected  with  her,  or  fhe  with 
me,  let  not  your  worfliip  think  me  the  poor  Duke's  offi- 
cer ;  prove  this,  thou  wicked  *  Hannibal,  or  I'll  have 
mine  action  of  battery  on  thee. 

Efcal.  If  he  took  you  a  boxo'th'  car,  you  might  have 
your  action  of  flander  too. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  good  worfliip  for  it :  what 
is't  your  worfliip' s  pleafure  I  mall  do  with  this  wicked 
eaitiff  ? 

Efcal.  Truly,  officer,  becaufe  he  hath  fome  offences  ijt 
him,  that  thou  wouldft  difcover  if  thou  couldft,  let  him 
continue  in  his  courfes,  'till  thou  know'ft  what  they  are. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  worfliip  for  it;  thou  feeft, 
thou  wicked  varlet  now,  what's  come  upon  thee.  Thou 
art  to  continue  now,  thou  varlet  5  thou  art  to  continue, 

Efcal.  Where  were  you  born,  friend  ?         [To  Froth. 

Froth.  Here  in  Vienna,  Sir. 

Efcal.  Are  you  of  fourfcore  pounds  a  year  ? 

Froth.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  you,  Sir. 

Efcal.  So.  What  trade  are  you  of,  Sir  ?    [To  the  Cl©wn* 

Clown.  A  tapfter,  a  poor  widow's  tapfter. 

Efcal.  Your  miftrefs's  name  ? 

Clown.  Mi^refs  Over-don. 

Efcal.  Hath  flje  had  any  more  than  one  huflband  ? 

Clown.  Nine,  Sir  :  Over-don  by  the  laft. 

Efcal.  Nine  ?  Come  hither  to  me,  mafter  Froth  :  mafter 
Froth,  I  would  not  have  you  acquainted  with  tapfters  ;  they 
will  draw  you,  mafter  Froth,  and  you  will  hang  them.  Get 
voh  gone,  and  let  me  hear  no  more  of  you. 

Froth.  I  thank  your  worfliip ;  for  mine  own  part,  I  never 
come  into  any  room  in  a  taphoufe,  but  I  am  drawn  in. 

Efcal.  Well  5  no  more  of  it,  mafter  Froth ;  farewel. 

[Exit  Froth. 

*  He  means  to  fay  Animal 

SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 
Come  you  hither  to  me,  matter  tapfter  j  what's  your  name, 
mafter  tapfter  ? 

Clown,  Pompey. 

Efcal.  What  elfe  ? 

Clown.  Bum,  Sir. 

Efcal  Troth,  and  your  bum  is  the  greateft  thing  about 
you,  fo  that,  in  the  beaftlieft  fenfe,  you  are  Pompey  the 
great.  Pompey,  you  are  partly  a  bawd,  Pompey ;  howibever 
you  colour  it  in  being  a  tapfter  ;  are  you  not  ?  come,  tell 
me  true,  it  fhall  be  the  better  for  you. 

Clown.  Truly,  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  fellow  that  would  live. 

Efcal,  How  would  you  live,  Pompey  ?  by  being  a  bawd  ? 
what  do  you  think  of  the  trade,  Pompey  ?  is  it  a  lawful 
trade  ? 

Clown,  If  the  law  will  allow  it,  Sir. 

EfcaL  But  the  law  will  not  allew  it,  Pompey,  and  it 
fhall  not  be  allowed  in  Vienna, 

Clown.  Does  your  worftiip  mean  to  geld  and  fplay  all  the 
youth  in  <he  city  ? 

Efcal,  tfo,  Pompey, 

Clown,  ^ruly,  Sir,  in  my  poor  opinion,  they  will  to't 
then.  If  your  worftiip  will  take  order  for  the  drabs  and 
knaves,  you  need  not  to  fear  the  bawds. 

Efcal.  There  are  pretty  orders  beginning,  I  can  tell  you: 
it  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

Clown,  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that  way 
but  for  ten  years  together,  you'll  be  glad  to  give  out  a 
commiflion  for  more  heads  :  if  this  law  hold  in  Vienna  ten 
years,  I'll  rent  the  faireft  houfe  in  it  after  three  pence  a 
bay :  if  you  live  to  fee  this  come  to  pafs,  fay  Pompey  told 
you  fo. 

Efcal.  Thank  you,  good  Pompey ;  and  in  requital  of 
your  prophecy,  hark  you,  I  advife  you  Jet  me  not  find  you 
before  me  again  upon  any  complaint  whatfoever  5  no,  not 
ibr  dwelling  where  you  do :  if  I  do,  Pompey,  I  fhall  beat 
you  to  your  tent,  and  prove  a  fhrewd  Cafar  to  you :  in 
plain  dealing,  Pompey,  I  fhall  have  you  whipt :  fo  for  this 
time,  Pompey,  fare  you  well* 

Qvuin, 
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Clown.  I  thank  your  worfhip  for  your  good  counfel ;  but 
I  fliall  follow  it,  as  the  flefh  and  fortune  mall  better  deter- 
mine. 

Whip  me  ?  no,  no  ;  let  carman  whip  his  jade  5 
The  valiant  heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  trade.  [Exit, 
SCENE  V. 

Efcal.  Come  hither  to  me,  mafter  Elbow ;  come  hither, 
mafter  conftable  5  how  long  have  you  been  in  this  place  of 
conftable  ? 

Elb.  Seven  year  and  a  half,  Sir. 

Efcal.  I  thought,  by  your  readinefs  in  the  office,  you  had 
continued  in  it  feme  time :  you  fay  feven  years  together  ? 

Elb.  And  a  half,  Sir. 

Efcal.  Alas !  it  hath  been  great  pains  to  you  ;  they  do 
you  wrong  to  put  you  fo  oft  upon't :  are  there  not  men  in 
your  ward  fufficient  to  ferve  it  ? 

Elb.  *Faith,  Sir,  few  of  any  wit  in  fuch  matters  ;  as 
they  are  chofen  they  are  glad  to  chufe  me  for  them.  I  do 
it  for  fome  piece  of  mony,  and  go  through  with  all. 

Efcal.  Look  you,  bring  me  in  the  names  of  fome  fix  or 
feven,  the  moft  fufficient  of  your  pavim. 

.Elb,  To  your  worship's  houfe,  Sir  ? 

Efcal.  To  my  houfe  j  fare  you  well.  What's  a  clock, 
think  you  ?  [Exit  Elbow. 

Juft.  Eleven,  Sir. 

Efcal.  I  pray  you,  go  home  to  dinner  with  me. 

Juft.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

Efcal.  It  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claud: 0  : 
But  there's  no  remedy. 

Juft*  Lord  Angela  is  fevere.  ' 

Efcal.  It  is  but  needful : 
Mercy  is  not  it  felf,  that  oft  looks  fo  ; 
Pardon  is  Mill  the  nurfe  of  fecond  woe  : 
But  yet  poor  Claudio  /  there's  no  remedy. 
Come,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  VI.    Enter  Provoft,  and  a  Servant. 
Serif.  He's  hearing  of  a  caufe  j  he  will  come  ftraight ; 
I'll  tell  him  of  you. 

Prcu.  Pray  you  do  ;  I'll  know 
His  pleafure  5  may  be  he'll  relent  5  alas ! 
He  hath  but  as  offended  in  a  dream ;  All 
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All  feels,  all  ages  fmack  o'  th'  vice  :  and  he 
To  die  for  it  ! 

Enter  Angelo. 

Ang*  Now,  what's  the  matter,  Provojl  f 

Prtrv,  Is  it  your  will  Claudio  mall  die  to-morrow  ? 

Ang.  Did  not  I  tell  thee  yea  f  hadft  thou  not  order  ? 
Why  afk  again  ? 

Prov.  Left  I  might  be  too  rafh. 
Under  your  good  correction,  I  have  feen 
When  after  execution  judgment  hath 
Repented  o'er  his  doom. 

Ang,  Let  that  be  mine  ; 
Do  you  your  office,  or  give  up  your  place, 
And  you  mall  well  be  fpar'd. 

Prov.  I  crave  your  pardon. 
What  mail  be  done,  Sir,  with  the  groaning  Juliet  ? 
She's  very  near  her  hour. 

Ang,  Difpofc  of  her 
To  fome  more  fitting  place,  and  that  with  fpeed. 

Serv.  Here  is  the  fifter  of  the  man  condemn' d, 
Defires  accefs  to  you. 

Ang.  Hath  he  a  fifter? 

Pro<v.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  a  very  virtuous  maid, 
And  to  be  mortly  of  a  fifter-hood, 
If  not  already. 

Ang,  Let  her  be  admitted.  [Exit  Servant, 

See  you  the  fornicatrefs  be  remov'd  ; 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavi/h  means  j 
There  mail  be  order  for  it. 

SCENE    VII.    Enter  Lucio  and  Ifabclla. 

Prov.  'Save  your  Honour  ! 

Ang.  Stay  yet  a  while.  Y'are  welcome  ;  what's  your  will  ? 

IJab.  I  am  a  woful  fuitor  to  your  honour, 
Pleafe  but  your  honour  hear  me. 

Ang.  What's  your  fuit  ? 

IJab.  There  is  a  vice  that  moft  I  do  abhor, 
And  moft  defire  mould  meet  the  blow  of  juftice, 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  mull  j 
For  which  I  muft  plead,  albeit  I  am 
At  war  'twixt  will,  and  will  net. 
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Ang.  Well  5  the  matter  ? 

Ifab.  I  have  a  brother  is  condemn'd  to-day  j 
I  do  befeech  you,  let  it  be  his  fault, 
And  not  my  brother. 

Prov.  Heav'n  give  thee  moving  graces  ! 

Ang.  Ccfidcmn  the  fault,  and  not  the  actor  of  it  ? 
Why,  every  fault's  condemn'd  ere  it  be  done  j 
Mine  were  the  very  cipher  of  a  function 
To  fine  the  faults,  vvhofe  fine  itands  in  record, 
And  let  go  by  the  actor. 

Ifab,  O  juft,  but  fever e  law  ! 
I  had  a  brother  then  ;  heav'n  keep  your  honour  ! 

Lucio.  Give't  not  o'er  fo  :  to  him  again,  intreat  him, 
Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown  5 
You  are  too  cold  ;  if  you  mould  need  a  pin, 
You  could  not  with  a  more  tame  tongue  defire  it. 
To  him,  I  fay. 

Ifab*  Muft  he  needs  die  ? 

Ang.  Maiden,  no  remedy. 

Ifab.  Yes;  I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon  him, 
And  neither  heav'n  nor  man  grieve  at  the  mercy. 

Aug*  I  will  not  do't. 

Ifab.  But  can  you  if  you  would  ? 

Ang.  Look,  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do. 

Ifab.  But  might  you  do't,  and  do  the  world  no  wrong, 
If  fo  your  Heart  were  touch' d  with  that  remorfe 
As  mine  is  to  him  ? 

Ang.  He's  fentenc'd-j  'tis  too  late.  x 

Lucio.  You  are  too  cold. 

Ifab.  Too  late  ?  why,  no  ;  I  that  do  fpeak'a  word, 
May  call  it  back  again  :  and  believe  this, 
'  No  ceremony  that  to  §reat  ones  belongs, 
Not  the  King's  v'rown,  nor  the  deputed  fword, 
Trie  maimal's  ttunclyzbn,  nor  the  judge's  robe, 
Become  them  with  one  half  fo  good  a  grace 
As  mercy  does  :  if  he  had  been  as  you, 
And  you  as  he,  you  would  have  flipt  like  him  ; 
But  he,  like  you,  would  not  have  been  fo  item. 

Ang.  Pray  you,  be  gone. 

Ifab.  I  would  to  heav'n  I  had  your  potency, 
Vol.  II,  C  And 
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And  you  were  IJabel ;  mould  it  then  be  thus  ? 
No  j  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  judge, 
And  what  a  prifoner. 

Lueio,  Ay,  touch  him,  there's  the  vein. 

Ang,  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  law, 
And  you  but  wafte  your  words. 
.    Jfab.  Alas  !  alas  ! 

Why,  all  the  fouls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once  j 
And  he  that  might  the  'vantage  beft  have  took, 
Jound  out  the  remedy.    How  would  you  be, 
If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  judgment,  mould 
But  judge  you  as  you  are  ?  oh,  think  on  that, 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
Like  man  new  made. 

Ang,  Be  you  content,  fair  maid  ; 
It  is  the  law,  not  I,  condemns  your  brother, 
Were  he  my  kinfrnan,  brother,  ormyfon, 
It  fhould  be  thus  with  him  5  he  dies  to-morrow. 

IJab,  To-morrow  ?  oh!  that's  fudden.  Spare  him,fpare 
He's  not  prepar'd  for  death  :  even  for  our  kitchins  [him. 
We  kill  the  fowl  of  feafon  ;  ferve  we  heav'n 
With  lefs  refpe£t  than  we  do  minifter 
To  our  grcfsfelves  ?  good,  good  my  lord,  bethink  you  : 
Who  ifi  it  that  hath  dy'd  for  this  offence  ? 
There's  many  have  committed  it. 

Lucio*  Ay,  well  faid. 

Ang,  The  law  hath  not  been  dead,  tho'  it  hath  flept : 
Thofe  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil, 
If  the  firft  man  that  did  th'  edicl  infringe 
Had  anfwer'd  for  his  deed.    Now  'tis  awake, 
Takes  note  of  what  is  done,  and  like  a  prophet, 
Looks  in  a  glafs  which  fliews  that  future  evils 
Or  new,  or  by  remhTnefs  new  conceived, 
And  fo  in  prcgrefs  to  be  hatch'd  and  born, 
Are  now  to  have  no  fuccefiive  degrees, 
But,  ere  they  live,  to  end. 

Jfab,  Yet  mew  fome  pity. 

Aug,  I  mew  it  moft  of  all,  when  1  metfjuftice  ; 

For  then  I  pity  thole  I  do  not  know, 
Which  a  difmifs'd  offence  would  after  gall  5 

Aw* 
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And  do  him  right,  that  anfwering  this  foul  wrong, 
Lives  not  to  act  another.    Then  be  fatisfy'd  } 
Your  brother  dies  to»morrow  $  be  content. 

Tfab,  So  you  muft  be  the  firft  that  gives  this  fentence, 
And  he  that  fuffers :  oh,  'tis  excellent 
To  have  a  giant's  ftrength  j  but  tyrannous 
To  ufe  it  like  a  giant. 
Lucio.  That's  well  faid. 
Ifab,  Could  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himfelf  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet  ; 
For  every  pelting,  petty  officer 
Incefiantly  would  ufe  his  heav'n  for  thunder  ; 
Nothing  but  thunder:  merciful,  fweet  heav'n ! 
Thou  rather  with  thy  fliarp  and  fulph'rous  bolt 
Split' ft  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak, 
Than  the  foft  myrtle  :  O,  but  man  !  proud  man, 
Dreft  in  a  little  brief  authority, 
(Mo  ft  ignorant  of  what  he'smoft  aiTur'd, 
His  glalTy  effence)  like  an  angry  ape, 
Plays  fuch  fantaftick  tricks  before  high  heav'n, 
As  makes  the  angels  weep  ;  who  with  our  fpleens 
Would  all  themfelves  laugh  mortal. 

Lucio.  Oh,  to  him,  to  him,  wench  j  he  will  relent  ; 
He's  coming  :  I  perceive't. 

Prov.  Pray  heav'n  fhe  win  him. 
Ifab.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  with  your  felf  s 
Great  men  may  jeft  with  faints  5  'tis  wit  in  them, 
But  in  the  lefs  foul  prophanation. 

Lucio,  Thou'rt  right,  girl  j  more  o*  that. 
Ifab.  That  in  the  captain's  but  a  cholerick  word, 
Which  in  the  foldier  is  flat  blafphemy. 

Lucio*  Art  thou  advis'd  o'  that  ?  more  on't,  yet  more. 
*4ng.  Why  do  you  put  thefe  fayings  upon  me  ? 
Ifab.  Becaufe  authority,  tho'  it  err  like  others, 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itfelf, 
That  fkins  the  vice  o'  th'  top  :  go  to  your  bofom, 
Knock  there,  and  afk  your  heart  what  it  doth  know 
That's  like  my  brother's  fault ;  if  it  confefs 
A  natural  guiltinefs,  fuch  as  is  his, 
Let  it  not  found  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 

C  2  Againff: 
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Agim/t  my  brother's  life. 

Ang.  She  fpeaks,  and  'tis 
Such  fenfe,  that  my  fenfe  bleeds  with't.    Fare  you  well. 

Jfab.  Gentle  my  lord,  turn  back. 

Ang.  I  will  bethink  me  :  come  again  to-morrow. 

Jfab,  Hark  how  I'll  bribe  you,  good  my  lord,  turn  back. 

Ang.  How  ?  bribe  me  ? 

Jfab.  Ay,with  fuch  gifts  that  heav'n  /hall  /hare  with  you. 

Lucio.  You  had  marr'd  all  elfe. 

Jfab.  Not  with  fond  fliekels  of  the  tefted  gold, 
Or  /tones,  whofe  rate  is  either  rich  or  poor 
As  fancy  values  them  ;  but  with  true  prayers,  . 
That  /hall  be  up  at  heav'n  and  enter  there, 
Ere  fun  rife :  prayers  from  preferved  fouls, 
From  fa/ting  maids  whofe  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

Aug.  Well ;  come  to-morrow. 

Jfab.  Heav'n  keep  your  honour  fafe  ! 

Ang.  Amen  !  I  fay  :  [Afide* 
For  I  am  that  way  going  to  temptation, 
Where  prayers  crofs. 

Jfab.  At  what  hour  to-morrow 
Shall  I  attend  you  ? 

Ang.  At  any  time  'fore  noon. 

Jfab*  'Save  your  honour  !      [Exeunthvtio  jtf^Ifabella. 
SCENE  VIII. 

Ang.  From  thee  5  even  from  thy  virtue  ! 
What's  this  ?  what's  this  ?  is  this  her  fault  or  mine  ? 
The  tempter,  or  the  tempted,  who  fins  moft  ? 
Not  /he  5  nor  doth  /he  tempt ;  but  it  is  I 
That  lying  by  the  violet  in  the  fun, 
Do  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  the  flower, 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  feafon.    Can  it  be, 
That  modefty  may  more  betray  our  fenfe, 
Than  woman's  lightnefs  ?  having  wafte  ground  enough, 
Shall  we  defire  to  raze  the  fanctuary, 
And  pitch  our  evils  there  :  oh,  fie,  fie,  fie! 
What  doft  thou  ?  or  what  art  thou,  Angela  f 
Doft  thou  de/ire  her  foully,  for  thofe  things 
That  make  her  good  ?  Oh,  let  her  brother  live  : 

Thieves 
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Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority, 
When  judges  fteal  themfelves.    What !  do  I  love  her, 
That  I  defire  to  hear  her  fpeak  again, 
And  feaft  upon  her  eyes  ?  what  is*t  I  dream  on  > 
Oh  cunning  enemy,  that  to  catch  a  faint 
With  faints  doft  bait  thy  hook  !  moft  dangerous 
Is  that  temptation  that  doth  goad  us  on 
To  fin  in  loving  virtue  5  ne'er  could  the  (trumpet, 
With  all  her  double  vigour,  art  and  nature, 
Once  ftir  my  temper  5  but  this  virtuous  maid 
Subdues  me  quite:  Ev'n  *  till  this  very  Now, 
When  men  were  fond,  I  fmil'd,  and  wonder'd  how.  TExit, 
SCENE    IX.    A  Ptifon. 
Enter  Duke  habited  like  a  Friar,  and  Prwoft. 
Duke.  Hail  to  you,  Provoft  j  fo  I  think  you  are. 
Prov.  I  am  the  Provojl  ;  what's  your  will,  good  Friar  f 
Duke.  Bound  by  my  charity,  and  my  bleft  order, 
I  come  to  vifit  the  afflicted  fpirits 
Here  in  the  prifon  ;  do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  fee  them,  and  to  make  me  know 
The  nature  of  their  crimes  j  that  I  mayminifter 
To  them  accordingly. 

Prov.  I  would  do  more  than  that,  if  more  were  needfuL 
Enter  Juliet. 
Look,  here  comes  one  j  a  gentlewoman  of  mine, 
Who  falling  in  the  flaws  of  her  own  youth, 
Hath  blifter'd  her  report :  me  is  with  child, 
And  he  that  got  it  fentene'd  :  a  young  man 
More  fit  to  do  another  fuch  offence, 
Than  die  for  this. 

Duke.  When  rnuft  he  die  ? 
Prov.  As  I  do  think,  to-morrow. 
I  have  provided  for  you  ;  ftay  a  while,  [To  Juliet* 

And  you  mail  be  conducted. 

Duke.  Repent  you,  fair  one,  of  the  fin  you  carry  ? 
Juliet.  I  do ;  and  bear  the  fhame  moft  patiently. 
Duke.  1*11  teach  you  how  you  (hall  arraign  your  conscience, 
And  try  your  penitence  if  it  be  found. 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 
Juliet,  ri)  gladly  learn. 

c  %  Otihe^ 
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Duke,  Love  you  the  man  that  wrong'd  you  ? 
Juliet.  Yes,  as  I  love  the  woman  that  wrong'd  him. 
Duke.  So  then  it  feems  your  moft  offenceful  act 
Was  mutually  committed. 
Juliet.  Mutually. 

Duke.  Then  was  your  fin  of  heavier  kind  than  his. 

Juliet,  I  do  confefs  it  and  repent  it,  father. 

Duke.  'Tis  meet  fo,  daughter  5  but  repent  you  not 
As  that  the  fin  hath  brought  you  to  this  ftiame  ? 
Which  forrow's  always  tow'rds  our  felves,  not  heaven, 
Showing  we'd  not  feek  heaven  as  we  love  it, 
But  as  we  ftand  in  fear. 

Juliet.  I  do  repent  me  as  it  is  an  evil, 
And  take  the  fhame  with  joy. 

Duke.  'Tis  well,  there  reft. 
Your  partner,  as  I  hear,  muft  die  to-morrow, 
And  I  am  going  with  inftruclion  to  him  5 
So  grace  go  with  you  ;  benedicite  !  [Exit. 

Juliet.  Muft  die  to-morrow  !  oh  injurious  law, 
That  refpites  me  a  life^whofe  very  comfort 
Is  ftill  a  dying  horror  ! 

Prov.  'Tis  pity  of  him.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE     X.     T&e  Palace, 
Enter  Angelo. 

Ang,  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  and  pray 
To  fev'ral  fubjects  :  heav'n  hath  my  empty  words, 
Whilft  my  intention,  hearing  not  my  tongue, 
Anchors  on  Ifabel:  'heav'n's  in  my  mouth, 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  its  name, 
And  in  my  heart  the  ftrcng  and  fwelling  evil 
Of  my  conception  :  the  ftate  whereon  I  ftudied 
Is  like  a  gocd  thing  being  often  read, 
Grown  fear'd  and  tedious ;  yea,  my  gravity, 
Wherein  (let  no  man  hear  me)  I  take  pride, 
Could  I  with  boOt  change  for  an  idle  plume 
Which  the  air  beats  for  vain.    Oh  place  !  oh  form  ! 
How  often  doft  thou  with  thy  cafe,  thy  habit, 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  wifer  fouls 
To  thy  faife  feeming  !  blood,  thou  art  but  blood  : 
Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  horn  j 
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IsH  not  the  devil's  creft  ?  How  now  ?  who's  there  ? 
Enter  Servant. 

Sernj,  One  Ifabel  a  fifter  afks  accefs  to  you. 

Ang,  Teach  her  the  way.    Oh  heav'ns !  why  does  my 
Thus  mufter  to  my  heart,  making  both  that  [blood 
Unable  for  itfelf,  and  difpoffefiing 
My  other  parts  of  neceffary  fitnefs  ? 
So  play  the  foolifh  throngs  with  one  that  fwoons  ; 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  fo  ftop  the  air 
By  which  he  mould  revive  :  and  even  fo 
The  general  fubjefts  to  a  well-wimt  King 
Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obfequious  fondnefs 
Croud  to  his  pre  fence,  where  their  untaught  love 
Muft  needs  appear  offence.    How  now,  fair  maid  ? 
SCENE    XI.      Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  I  am  come  to  know  your  pleafure. 

Aug.  That  you  might  know  it,  would  much  better  pleafe 
Than  to  declare  what  'tis.    He  cannot  live.  [me, 

Ifab*  Ev'n  fo  ?  heav'n  keep  you  !  [Going, 

Ang.  Yet  may  he  live  a  while  3 
And  it  may  be  as  long  as  you  or  I  5 
Yet  he  muft  die. 

Jfab.  Under  your  fentence  ? 

Ang.  Yea. 

Ifab.  When,  I  befeech  you  ?  that  in  his  reprieve, 
Longer  or  fhorter,  he  may  be  fo  fitted, 
That  his  foul  ficken  not. 

Ang.  Ha  ?  fie,  thcfe  filthy  vices  !  'twere  as  good 
To  pardon  him,  that  hath  from  nature  ftol'n 
A  man  already  made,  as  to  remit 
Their  faucy  leudnefs  that  do  coin  heav'n' s  image 
In  ftamps  that  are  forbid  :  'tis  all  as  juft, 
Falfely  to  take  away  a  life  true  made, 
As  to  put  mettle  in  reftrained  means, 
To  make  a  falfe  one. 

Ifab.  'Tis  fet  down  fo  in  heav'n,  but  not  in  earth. 

Ang.  And  fay  you  fo  ?  then  I  fhall  pofe  you  quickly* 
Which  had  you  rather,  that  the  moft  juft  law 
Now  took  your  brother's  life  ;  or,  to  redeem  him,  ' 
Give  up  your  body  to  fuch  fweet  uncleannefs 
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As  fhe,  that  he  hath  ftain'd  ? 

Ijab,  Sir,  believe  this, 
I  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  foul. 

Ang.  I  talk  not  of  your  foul  j  our  compelled  fins 
Stand  more  for  number  than  accompt. 

Ijab.  How  fay  you  ? 

Ang.  Nay,  I'll  not  warrant  that ;  for  I  can  fpeak 
Againft  the  thing  I  fay.    Anfwer  to  this : 
I,  now  the  voice  of  the  recorded  law, 
Pronounce  a  fentence  on  your  brother's  life  : 
Might  there  not  be  a  charity  in  fin, 
To  fave  this  brother's  life  ? 

Ijab.  Pleafe  you  to  do't, 
I'll  take  it  as  a  peril  to  my  foul, 
It  is  no  fin  at  all,  but  charity  ? 

Ang.  Pleas'd  you  to  do't  at  peril  of  your  foul, 
Were*t  equal  poize  of  fin  and  charity  ? 

Ijab.  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  fin, 
Heav'n  let  me  bear  it!  you  granting  myfuit, 
It  that  be  fin,  I'll  make't  my  morning-pray'r 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mine, 
And  nothing  of  your  anfwer. 

Ang.  Nay,  but  hear  me: 
Your  fenfe  purfucs  not  mine  :  either  you're  ignorant 
Or  feem  fo  craftily  •  and  that's  not  good. 

Ijab.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good, 
But  gracioufly  to  know  I  am  no  better. 

Aig.  Thus  wifdom  wiihes  to  appear  moft  bright 
When  it  doth  tax  itfelf  :  as  thefe  black  mafques  ' 
Proclaim  an  en-/hield  beauty  ten  times  louder 
Than  beauty  ceuid  difplay'd.    But  mark  me  well  : 
To  be  received  plain  I'll  fpeak  more  grofs : 
Your  brother  is  to  die. 
Ijab.  So. 

Ang.  And  his  offence  is  fo,  as  it  appears 
Accountant  to  the  law  upon  that  pain. 
Ifab.  True.  V 
Ang.  Admit  no  other  way  to  fave  his  life, 
(As  I  fubfcribe  not  that,  nor  any  other,) 
But  (inttelofsofqueftion)  that  you  his  filler, 

Finding 
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Finding  yourfelf  defir'd  of  fuch  a  perfon, 
Whofe  credit  with  the  judge,  or  own  great  place, 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  the  manacles 
Of  the  all-holding  law  ;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  fave  him,  but  that  either 
You  muft  lay  down  the  treafures  of  your  body 
To  this  fuppofed,  or  elfe  let  him  fufter  5 
What  would  you  do  ? 

Ifab.  As  much  for  my  poor  brother  as  my  felf  ; 
That  is,  were  I  under  the  terms  of  death, 
Th'  impreflion  of  keen  whips  I'd  wear  as  rubies, 
And  ftrip  my  felf  to  death  as  to  a  bed 
That  longing  I've  been  fick  for,  ere  I'd  yield 
My  body  up  to  fhame. 

Ang .  Then  muft  your  brother  die. 

Ifab,  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way  5 
Better  it  were  a  brother  dy'd  at  once, 
Than  that  a  fifter,  by  redeeming  him, 
Should  die  for  ever. 

Ang.  Were  not  you  then  as  cruel  as  the  fentence 
That  ycu  have  Gander' d  fo  ? 

Ifab.  An  ignominious  ranfom,  and  free  pardon, 
Are  of  two  houfes ;  lawful  mercy  fure 
Is  nothing  kin  to  foul  redemption. 

Ang.  You  feemM  of  late  to  make  the  law  a  tyrant, 
And  rather  prov'd  the  Aiding  of  your  brother 
A  merriment  than  a  vice. 

Ifab.  Oh,  pardon  me, 
My  lord  ;  it  very  oft  falls  out,  to  have 
What  we  would  have,  we  fpeak  not  what  we  mean  : 
I  fomething  do  excufe  the  thing  I  hate, 
For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. 

Ang.  We  are  all  frail. 

Ifab.  Elfe  let  my  brother  die, 
If  not  a  feodary  but  only  he 
Owe  and  fucceed  by  weaknefs. 

Ang.  Nay,  women  are  frail  too. 
Ifab.  Ay,  as  the  glades  where  they  view  themfelves 
Which  are  aseafy  broke  as  they  make  forms. 
Women  !  help  heav'n  ;  men  their  creation  mar 
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In  profiting  by  them  :  nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail  5 
For  we  arc  foft  as  our  complexions  are, 
And  credulous  to  falfe  prints. 

Ang.  I  think  it  well  ; 
And  from  this  teftimony  of  your  own  fex, 
(Since  I  fuppofe  we're  made  to  be  no  ftronger 
Than  faults  may  make  our  frames)  let  me  be  bold  5 
I  do  arreft  your  words :  be  that  you  are, 
That  is,  a  woman ;  if  you're  more,  you're  none. 
If  you  be  one,  as  you  are  well  exprefs'd 
By  all  external  warrants,  (hew  it  now, 
By  putting  on  the  deftin'd  livery. 

Ifab.  I  have  no  tongue  but  one ;  gentle  my  lord, 
Let  me  intreat  you  fpeak  the  former  language. 
Ang.  Plainly  conceive  I  love  you. 
Ifab.  My  brother  did  love  Juliet ; 
And  you  tell  me  that  he  mail  die  for  it. 

Ang.  He  mall  not,  Ifabel,  if  you  give  me  love. 
Ifab.  I  know  your  virtue  hatha  licence  in' t, 
Which  feems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is, 
To  pluck  on  others. 

Ang.  Believe  me  on  mine  honour, 
My  words  exprefs  my  purpofe. 

Ifab.  Ha !  little  honour  to  be  much  believ'd, 
And  moft  pernicious  purpofe  !  feeming,  feeming ! 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angela  ;  look  for't : 
Sign  me  a  prefent  pardon  for  my  brother, 
Or  with  an  out-ftretch'd  throat  Til  tell  the  world 
Aloud  what  man  thou  art. 

Ang .  Who  will  believe  thee,  Ifabel  f 
My  unfoil'd  name,  th*  aufterenefs  of  my  life, 
My  vouch  againft  you,  and  my  place  i'  th'  itate, 
Will  fo  your  accufation  over-weigh, 
That  you  mall  ftifle  in  your  own  report, 
And  fmell  of  calumny.    I  have  begtui, 
And  now  I  give  my  fenfual  race  the  reint 
Fit  thy  confent  to  my  fliarp  appetite, 
Lay  by  all  nicety,  and  prolixious  blufhes 
That  bani/h  what  they  fue  for  :  fave  thy  brother 
By  yielding  up  thy  body  to  my  will. 
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Or  elfe  he  mull  not  only  die  the  death, 

But  thy  unkindnefs  mail  his  death  draw  out 

To  ling'ring  fufferance.    Anfwer  me  to-morrow, 

Or  by  th'  affection  that  now  guides  me  moft, 

I'll  prove  a  tyrant  to  him.    As  for  you, 

Say  what  you  can,  my  falfe  o'erweighs  your  true.  [Exit, 

Ifab.  To  whom  mould  I  complain  ?  did  I  tell  this, 
Who  would  believe  me  ?  O  perilous  mouths, 
That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  felf-fame  tongue, 
Either  of  condemnation  or  approof  *  j 
Bidding  the  law  make  curtfie  to  their  will, 
Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  £0  th'  appetite, 
To  follow  as  it  draws.    I'll  to  my  brother. 
Tho'  he  hath  falPn  by  prompture  of  the  blood, 
Yet  hath  he  in  him  fuch  a  mind  of  honour, 
That  had  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 
On  twenty  bloody  blocks,  he'd  yield  them  up, 
Before  his  fifter  mould  her  body  ftoop 
To  fuch  abhorrM  pollution. 
Then,  Ijabel.  live  chafte,  and,  brother,  die  5 
More  than  our  brother  is  our  chaftity. 
I'll  tell  him  yet  of  Angeloys  requeft, 
And  fit  his  mind  to  death  for  his  foul's  reft.  [Exit* 

ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 

The  P  R  I  S  0  N. 
Enter  Duke,  Claudio,  and  Provoft. 
Duke.  QO,  then  you  hope  for  pardon  from  lord  Angela  ? 

O     Claud.  The  miferable  have  no  other  medicine 
But  only  hope :  I've  hope  to  live,  and  am 
Prepar'd  to  die. 

Duke.  Be  abfolute  for  death  ;  or  death  or  life 
Shall  thereby  be  the  fvveeter.    Reafon  thus 
-With  life  ;  if  I  do  lofe  thee,  I  do  lofe 
A  thing  that  none  but  fools  would  keep,  a  breath 
Servile  to  all  the  fkiey  influences, 
That  do  this  habitation  where  thou  keep' ft 

*  J^troef  here  is  to  be  taken  in  the  fenfc  ufJffnto'w* 

Hourly 
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Hourly  afflict  :  meerly  thou  art  death's  Fool  *  5 
For  him  thou  labour'ft  by  thy  flight  to  fhun, 
And  yet  runn'ft  tow'rd  him  ftill.     Thou  art  not  noble  ; 
For  all  th'  accommodations  that  thou  bear' ft 
Are  nurs'd  by  bafenefs :  thou'rt  by  no  means  valiant  j 
For  thou  doft  fear  the  Toft  and  tender  fork 
Of  a  poor  worm.    Thy  beft  of  reft  is  fleep, 
And  that  thou  oft  provok'ft $  yet  grofly  fear' ft 
Thy  cleath,  which  is  no  more.  'Thou/rt  not  thyfelf  j 
For  thou  exifts  on  many  a  thoufand  grains 
That  iflue  out  of  duft.    Happy  thou  art  not ; 
For  wkat  thou  haft  not,  ftill  thou  ftriv'ft  to  get, 
And  what  thou  haft,  forgett'ft.    Thou  art  not  certain  \ 
For  thy  complexion  fhifts  to  ftrange  effects, 
After  the  moon.    Though  thou  art  rich,  thou'rt  poor ; 
For  like  an  afs,  whofe  back  with  ingots  bows, 
^Thou  bear'ft  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey, 
And  death  unloadeth  thee.    Friend  haft  thou  none  ; 
For  thine  own  bowels  which  do  call  thee  Sire, 
The  mefcr  efYuficn  of  thy  proper  loins, 
Do  curie  the  Gout,  Serpigo,  and  the  Rheum, 
For  ending  thee  no  fooner.  Thou  haft  nor  youth,  nor  age  5 
But  as  it  were  an  after- dinner's  fleep, 
Dreaming  on  both  j  for  all  thy  blefled  youth 
Becomes  an  indigent,  and  doth  beg  the  alms 
Of  pallied  eld  5  and  when  thou'rt  old  and  rich, 
Thou  haft  neither  heat,  affection,  limb,  nor  beauty 
To  make  thy  riches  pleafant.    What's  in  this 
That  bears  the  name  of  life  ?  yet  in  this  life 
Lie  hid  a  thoufand  deaths ;  yet  death  we  fear, 
That  makes  thefe  odds  all  even. 

Claud.  I  humbly  thank  you. 
To  fue  to  live,  I  find  I  feek  to  die, 
And  feeking  death,  find  life  :  let  it  come  on. 

Enter  Ifabella. 
Jjab,  What,  ho  ?  peace  here,  grace  and  good  company  ! 

Frovn 

*-  In  the  (implicity  of  the  ancient  ffiews  upon  our  ftage  it  was 
common  to  bring  in  two  figures,  one  reprcfenting  a  Fool,  the  other 
Death  or  Fate:  The  turnandcontrivance  of  the  piece  wastomake 
the  Fool  lay  many  tlratagems  to  avoid  Death}  which  ye;  brought: 
him  more  immediately  into  the  j*.wi  of  it- 
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Pnov .Who's  there  ?  come  in :  the  wi/h  deferves  a  welcome. 

Duke.  Dear  Sir,  ere  long  Til  vilit  you  again. 

Claud,  Moft  holy  Sir,  J  thank  you. 

Ifab,  My  bufinefs  is  a  word  or  two  with  Claudia, 

Prw.  And  very  welcome.    Signior,  here's  your  lifter. 

Duke,  Provoft,  a  word  with  you. 

Prov,  As  many  as  you  pleafe. 

Duke.  Bring  them  to  fpcak  where  I  may  he  conceal'd, 
Yet  hear  them.  [Exeunt  Duke  and  Provoft. 

SCENE  II. 
Claud,  Now,  good  fifter,  what's  the  comfort? 
Ifab.  Why,  as  all  comforts  are  5  moft  good  in  fpeed  2 
Lord  Angelo  having  affairs  to  heav'n, 
Intends  you  for  his  fwift  embaffador  ; 
Where  you  lhall  be  an  everlafting  leiger. 
Therefore  your  beft  appointment  make  with  fpeed, 
To-morrow  you  fet  out. 
Claud.  Is  there  no  remedy? 
Ifab.  None,  but  fuch  remedy,  as,  to  fave  a  head, 
Mud  cleave  a  heart  in  twain. 
Clcnvn.  But  is  there  any  ? 
Ifab.  Yes,  brother,  you  may  live? 
There  is  a  devilifh  mercy  in  the  judge, 
If  you'll  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  life, 
But  fetter  you  *tiH  death. 
Claud,  Perpetual  durance  ? 
Ifab.  Ay,  juft  5  perpetual  durance,  a  reftraint, 
Tho'  all  the  world's  vaftidity  you  had, 
To  a  determin'd  fcope. 

Claud.  But  in  what  nature  > 
Ifab.  In  fuch  a  one,  as,  you  contenting  to'r, 
Would  bark  your  honour  from  that  trunk  you  bear, 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  me  know  the  point.- 
Ifab.  Oh,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio,  and  I  quake, 
t-cll  thou  a  fev'rous  life  mould'ft  entertain, 
A  nd  fix  or  feven  winters  more  refpect 
Than  a  perpetual  honour.    Dar'ft  thou  die  ? 
The  fenfe  of  death  is  moft  iri  appreru  nhoa, 
And  the  poor  beetle  that  we  tread  upon* 
Ypi.i  II.  D  I* 
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In  corp'ral  fufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great, 
As  when  a  giant  dies. 

Claud,  Why  give  you  me  this  fhame  ? 
Think  you  I  want  a  refolution  fetch'd 
From  flow'ry  tendernefs  ?  if  I  muft  die, 
I  will  encounter  darknefs  as  a  bride, 
And  hug  it  in  mine  arms. 

Jfab,  There  fpake  my  brother ;  there  my  father's  grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  voice.    Yes,  thou  muft  die  : 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conferve  a  life 
In  bafe  appliance.    This  outward-fainted  Deputy, 
Whofe  fettled  vifage  and  deliberate  word 
Nips  youth  i'th'  head,  and  follies  doth  emmew 
As  faulcon  doth  the  fowl,  is  yet  a  devil : 
His  filth  within  being  caft  he  would  appear 
A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Claud.  The  prieftly  Angela  ? 

Ifab.  Oh,  'tis  the  cunning  livery  of  hell, 
The  damned'ft  body  to  inveft  and  cover 
In  prieftly  guards.    Doft  thou  think,  Claudia  ? 
If  I  would  yield  him  my  virginity, 
Thou  might'lt  be  freed. 

Claud.  Oh  heav'ns !  it'  cannot  be. 

Ifab.  Yes,  he  would  grant  thee,  for  this  rank  offence, 
So  to  offend  him  ftill.    This  night's  the  time 
That  I  fhould  do  what  I  abhor -to  name, 
Or  elfe  tbou  dy'ft  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Thou  (halt  not  do't. 

Ifab.  Oh,  were  it  but  my  life, 
I'd  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  pin. 

Claud.  Thanks,  deireft  Ifabcl. 

Ifab.  Be  ready,  Chudio,  for  your  death  to-mrrroW* 

Claud.  Yes.    Has  be  then  affections  in  him,  * 
That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  law  by  th'  nofe, 
When  he  would  force  it  ?  fure  it  is  no  fin  j 
Or  rf  the  deadly  feven  it  is  the  leaft. 

Ifab.  Which  is  the  leaft  ?  . 

Claud.  If  it  were  damnable,  he  bcirfg  %  wife^ 
Why,  weuld  he  for  the  momentary  trick 


Be  perdurably  fin'd  ?  oh  Ifabel  / 

Ifab,  What  fays  my  brother  ? 

Claud,  Death's  a  fearful  thing. 

Ifab.  And  fharoed  life  a  hateful; 

Gfcw/.  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where  : 
To  lye  in  cold  obftrudtion,  and  to  rot : 
This  fenfible  warm  motion  to  become 
A  Icneadedclod  5  and  the  dilated  fpirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  refide 
In  thrilling  regions  of  thick-ribbed  ice  5 
To  be  imprifon'd  in  the  viewlefs  winds, 
And  blown  with  reftlefs  violence  round  about 
The  pendant  world ;  or  to  be  worfe  than  worft 
Of  thofe       that  lawlefs  and  incertain  thought—** 

Imagine  howling  j  'tis  too  horrible ! 

The  wearieft  and  moft  loathed  worldly  life, 
That  age,  ach,  penury,  imprifonment 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradue 
To  what  we  fear  of  death. 

Ifab.  Alas  1  alas  ! 

Qaud.  Sweet  fitter,  let  me  live. 
What  fin  you  do  to  fave  a  brother's  life, 
Nature  difpenfes  with  the  deed  fo  far, 
That  it  becomes  a  virtue. 

Ifab.  Oh,  you  beaft  ! 
Oh  faithlefs  coward  !  oh  di/honeft  wretch  ! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  out  of  my  vice  ? 
Is't  not  a  kind  of  inceft,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  fitter's  fhame  ?  what  mould  I  thiakf 
Heav'n  grant  my  mother  play'd  my  father  fair  1 
For  fuch  a  warped  Hip  of  wildernefs 
Ne'er  ihVd  from  his  blood.    Take  my  defiance,  . 
Die,  perim  !  might  my  only  bending  down 
Reprieve  thee  from  thy  fate,  it  mould  proceed* 
I'll  pay  a  thoufand  prayers  for  thy  death  j 
No  word  to  fave  thee. 

CUud.  Hear  me,  Ifabel. 

Ifab.  Oh,  fie,  fie,  fiel 
Thy  fin's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade  5 
Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  itfelf  a  bawd  5 

D  z  'Ti* 
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*Tis  heft  that  thou  dy*  ft  quickly. 
Claud,  Oh  hear  me,  Ifabella. 

SCENE  III.  To  tbem,  Enter  Duke  tfwiProvoft. 
Duke,  Vouchfafe  a  word,  young  fitter,  but  one  word. 
Ifab.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Duke.  Might  you  difpenfe  with  your  Ieifure,  I  would  by 
and  by  have  fome  speech  with  you  :  the  fatisfaclion  I 
would  require  is  likewife  your  own  benefit. 

JJab.  I  have  no  fuperfluous  Ieifure  ;  my  (lay  muft  be 
ftolen  out  of  other  affairs :  but  I  will  attend  you  a  while. 

Duke.  Son,  I  have  over-heard  what  hath  paft  between 
you  and  your  fitter.  Angelo  had  never  the  purpofe  to  cor- 
Tupt  her  ;  only  he  hath  made  an  effay  of  her  virtue,  to 
praelife  his  judgment  with  the  difpofition  of  natures.  She, 
having  the  truth  of  honour  in  her,  hath  made  him  that 
gracious  denial,  which  he  is  moft  glad  to  receive  :  I  am 
confefibr  to  Angelo,  and  I  know  this  to  be  true  j  therefore 
prepare  your  felf  for  death.  Do  not  falfifie  your  refolutio* 
with  hopes  that  are  fallible  ;  to-morrow  you  muft  die  j  go 
to  your  knees,  and  make  ready. 

Claud.  Let  me  afk  my  fifter  pardon  ;  I  am  fo  out  of  love 
with  life,  that  I  will  fue  to  be  rid  of  it.         [Exit.  Claud. 

Duke.  Hold  you  there  5  farewel.  Provofl,  a  word  with 
you. 

Prov.  What's  your  will,  father  ? 

Duke.  That  now  you  are  come  you  will  be  gone  ;  leave 
me  a  while  with  the  maid  ;  my  mind  promifes  with  my 
habit  no  lofs  lhall  touch  her  by  my  company. 

Prov,  In  good  time.  [Exit  Pro^ 

Duke.  The  hand  that  hath  made  you  fair,  hath  maa_' 
you  good  ;  the  goodnefs  that  is  cheap  in  beauty,  makes 
beauty  brief  in  fuch  goodnefs  $  but  grace  being  the  foul  of 
jibur  completion,  /hall  keep  the  body  of  it  ever  fair.  The 
aflault  that  Angelo  hath  made  on  you,  fortune  hath  con- 
veyed to  my  underftanding  ;  and  but  that  frailty  hath  ex- 
amples for  his  falling,  I  mould  wonder  at  Angelo  :  how 
will  you  do  to  content  this  Subftitute,  and  to  fave  your 
brother  ? 

IJab  I  am  now  going  to  refolve  him :  I  had  rather  my 
brother  die  by  the  law,  than  my  fon  mould  be  unlawfully 

born. 
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born.  But  oh,  how  much  is  the  good  Duke  deceiv'd  in 
Angelo  !  if  ever  he  return,  and  I  can  fpeak  to  him,  I  will 
open  my  lips  in  vain,  or  difcover  his  government. 

Duke.  That  mail  not  be  much  amifs  $  yet  as  the  matter 
now  ftands,  be  will  avoid  your  accufation  j  he  made  tryal 
of  Vou  only.  Therefore  faften  your  ear  on  my  advilings : 
to  the  love  I  have  in  doing  good,  a  remedy  prefents  itfelf, 
J  do  makemyfelf  believe  that  youmaymoft  uprightly  do 
a  poor  wronged  lady  a  merited  benefit ;  redeem  your  bro- 
ther  from  the  angry  law ;  do  no  ftain  to  your  own  gra- 
cious perfon,  and  much  pleafe  the  abfent  Duke,  if  per- 
adventure  he  mall  ever  return  to  have  hearing  of  this  bnfi- 
n.efs. 

Ifab.  Let  me  hear  you  fpeak,  father  :  I  have  fpirit  to 
do  any  thing  that  appears  not  foul  in  the  truth  of  my  fpirit. 

Duke.  Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodnefs  never  fearful :  have 
you  not  heard  fpeak  of  Mariana,  the  fifter  of  Frederick  the 
great  foldier  who  mifcarried  at  fea  ? 

Ifab.  I  have  heard  ©f  the  lady,  and  good  words  went 
with  her  name. 

Duke.  Her  mould  this  Angelo  have  marry'd  ;  he  was 
affianc'd  to  her  by  oath,  and  the  nuptial  appointed :  be- 
tween which  time  of  the  contract,  and  limit  of  the  fo- 
lemnity,  her  brother  Frederick  was  wreck'd  at  fea,  hav- 
ing in  that  periuVd  veflel  the  dowry  of  his  fifter'.  But 
mark  how  heavily  this  befel  to  the  poor  gentlewoman  ; 
there  me  loft  a  noble  and  renowned  brother,  in  his  love  to- 
wards her  ever  moft  kind  and  natural  5  with  him  the  por- 
tion and  finew  of  her  fortune,  her  marriage-dowry  j  with 
both,  her  combinate-hulband,  this  well -fceming  Angelo. 

Ifab.  Can  this  be  fo  ?  did  Angela  fo  leave  her  ? 

Duke.  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dry'd  not  one  of  them 
with  his  comfort  j  fwallow'd  his  vows  whole,  pretending 
in  her  difcoveries  of  di/honour :  in  few  words,  beftow'd 
her  on  her  own  lamentation,  which  ihe  yet  wears  for  his 
fake  j  and  he,  a  marble  to  her  tears,  is  warned  with  them, 
but  relents  not. 

Ifab.  What  a  merit  were  it  in  death  to  take  this  poor 
maid  from  the  world  !  what  corruption  in  this  life,  that  it 
will  let  this  man  live  I  but  how  out  of  this  can  fhe  avail  ? 
■D  3 


42  Meafure  for  Meafure. 

Duke,  It  is  a  rupture  that  you  may  eafilyhea! ;  and  the 
cure  of  it  not  only  favesyour  brother,  but  keeps  you  from 
difhonour  in  doing  it. 

JJab.  Shew  me  how,  good  father. 

Duke,  This  fore-nam'd  maid  hath  yet  in  her  the  conti- 
nuance of  her  firft  affection  ;  his  unjuft  kindnefs,  that  in 
all  reafon  fhould  have  quenched  her  love,  hath,  like  aa 
impediment  in  the  current,  made  it  more  violent  and  un- 
ruly. Go  you  to  Angelo,  anfwer  his  requiring  with  a  plau- 
fiblc  obedience  ;  agree  with  his  demands  to  the  point  j  only 
refer  your  felf  to  this  advantage  :  firft,  that  your  ftay  with, 
him  may  not  be  long  ;  that  the  time  may  have  all  fhadow 
and  filence  in  it  ;  and  the  place  anfwer  to  convenience. 
This  being  granted,  in  courfe  now  follows  all :  we  /hall 
advife  this  wronged  maid  to  ftead  up  your  appointment,  go 
in  your  place  5  if  the  encounter  acknowledge  it  felf  here- 
after, it  may  compel  him  to  her  recompence  ;  and  here  by 
this  is  your  brother  faved,  your  honour  untainted,  the  poor 
Mariana  advantaged,  and  the  corrupt  Deputy  fcaled.  The 
maid  will  I  frame,  and  make  fit  for  his  attempt :  if  you 
think  well  to  carry  this  as  you  may,  the  doublenefs  of 
the  benefit  defends  the  deceit  and  reproof.  What  think 
you  of  it  ? 

Jfab.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already,  and  I 
truft  it  will  grow  to  a  moft  profperous  perfection. 

Duke,  It  lyes  much  in  your  holding  up  j  hafte  you  fpee* 
dily  to  Angela  ;  if  for  this  night  he  intreat  you  to  his  bed, 
give  him  promife  of  fatisfaction.  I  will  prefently  to  St. 
Luke's  5  there  at  the  moated  grange  re/ides  this  dejected 
Mariana ;  at  that  place  call  upon  me,  and  difpatch  with 
Angela,  that  it  may  be  quickly. 

Ifab.  I  thank  you  for  this  comfort :  fare  you  well,  good 
father.  [Exeunt  fcveralk. 

SCENE    IV.     The  Street. 
Enter  Duke,  Elbow,  Clown  and  Officers, 

Elb.  Nay,  if  there  be  no  remedy  for  it,  but  that  you 
will  needs  buy  and  fell  men  and  women  like  beafls,  we 
jhal!  have  all  the  world  drink  brown  and  white  baftard. 

Duke.  Oh  heav'ns  !  what  fluff  is  here  ? 

§iown%  'Twas  never  merry  wc^M       pf  ;wp  uforers 

"          ~  Stat 


fhc  merneft  Was  put  down,  and  the  worfer  allow'd,  by  or- 
der of  law,  a  furr'd  gown  to  keep  him  warm,  and  furr'd 
with  fox  and  lamb-fkins  too,  to  fignifie,  that  craft  being 
richer  than  innocency  (lands  for  the  facing. 

Elb.  Come  your  way,  Sir:  blefs  you,  good  father  Friar,. 
Duke.  And  you,  good  brother  father  j  what  offence  hath 
this  man  made  you,  Sir  ? 

Elb.  Marry,  Sir,  he  hath  offended  the  law  ;  and,  Sir, 
we  take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  Sir  j  for  we  have  found 
upon  him,  Sir,  a  ftrange  pick- lock,  which  we  have  feat 
to  the  Deputy. 

Duke.  Fie,  Sirrah,  a  bawd,  a  wicked  bawd  \ 
The  evil  that  thou  caufeft  to  be  done, 
That  is  thy  means  to  live.    Do  thou  but  think- 
What  'tis  to  cram  a  maw,  or  cloatha  back 
From  fuch  a  filthy  vice :  fay  to  thy  felf, 
From  their  abominable  and  beaftly  touckes 
I  drink,  I  eat,  array  my  felf,  and  live. 
Canft  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life, 
So  ftinkingly  depending  ?  go  mend,  mend. 

Clown.  Indeed  it  doth  ftink  in  fome  fort,  Sir  5  but  yet$ 
Sir,  I  would  prove 

Duke.  Nay,  if  the  devil  have  giv'n  thee  proofs  for  fin, 
Thou  wilt  prove  his.    Take  him  to  prifon,  officer  j 
Correction  and  inftruclion  muft  both  work, 
Ere  this  rude  beaft  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  muft  before  the  Deputy,  Sir  ;  he  has  given 
him  warning  ;  the  Deputy  cannot  abide  a  whore- in  after  ; 
if  he  be  a  whore-monger,  and  comes  before  him,  he  were 
as  good  go  a  mile  on  his  errand. 

Duke.  That  we  were  all,  as  fome  would  feem  to  be, 
Free  from  all  faults,  as  from  faults  feeming  free  L 
SCENE    V.     Enter  Lucio. 
Elb,  His  neck  will  come  to  your  wafte,  a  cord,  Sir. 
Clown.  I  fpy  comfort  $  I  cry  bail  :  here's  a  gentleman,, 
and  a  friend  of  mine. 

Lucio.  How  now,  noble  Pompey  ?  what,  at  the  whcelf 
of  Cafar  ?  art  thou  led  in  triumph  ?  what,  is  there  none 
of  Pygmalion 's  images  newly  made  woman  to  be  had  now, 
for  putting  the  hand  m  the  pecket,  and  extracting  i? 
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clutched  ?  what  reply  ?  ha  ?  what  fay' ft  thou  to  this  tune, 
the  matter,  and  the  method  ?  is' t  not  drown'd  i'th'  laft 
rain  ?  ha  ?  what  fay'ft  thou,  trot  ?  is  the  world  as  it  was, 
man  ?  which  is  the  way  ?  is  it  fad  and  few  words  ?  or 
how  ?  the  trick  of  it  ? 

Duke,  Still  thus  and  thus  ;  ftill  worfe  ? 

Lucio.  How  doth  my  dear  morfcl,  thy  miftrefs  ?  pro- 
cures me  ftill  ?  ha  ? 

Clown.  Troth,  Sir,  fhe  hath  eaten  up  all  the  beef,  and 
flie  is  her  felf  in  the  tub. 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  good  ;  it  is  the  right  of  it;  it  muft 
be  fo.  Ever  your  frem  whore,  and  your  powder'd  bawd, 
an  unfhunnM  confequence  j  it  mult  be  (0.  Art  going  to 
prifon,  Pompey? 

Clown.  Yes,  'faith,  Sir, 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  not  amifs,  Pompey :  farewel :  go,  fay 
I  fent  thee  thither.    For  debt,  Pompey  f  or  how  ? 

Elb.  For  being  a  bawd,  for  being  a  bawd. 

Lucis.  Well,  then  imprifon  him  ;  if  imprifonment  be 
the  due  of  a  bawd,  why,  'tis  his  right.  Bawd  is  he  doubt- 
lefs,  and  of  antiquity  too  ;  bawd  born.  Farewel,  good 
Pompey :  commend  me  to  the  prifon,  Pompey  ;  ycu  will 
turn  good  hulband  now,  Pempey  5  you  will  keep  the  houfe. 

Clown.  I  hope,  Sir,  your  good  worfhip  will  be  my  bail. 

Lucio.  No  indeed  will  I  not,  Pompey ;  it  is  not  the  wear  5 
I  will  pray,  Pompey,  to  increafe  your  bondage  :  if  you  take 
it  not  patiently,  why,  your  mettle  is  the  more  :  ^adieu, 
trufty  Pompey.    'Blefs  you,  Friar. 

Duke.  And  you. 

Lucio.  Does  Bridget  paint  ftill,  Pompey  f  ha  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  Sir,  come. 

Clown.  You  will  not  bail  me  then,  Sir  ? 

Lucio.  Then,  Pompey,  nor  new.  What  news  abroad, 
Friar  f  what  news  ? 

EJb.  Come  your  ways,  Sir,  come. 

Lucio.  Go  to  kennel,  Pompey,  go. 

[Exeunt  Elbow,  Clown  and  Officers, 
SCENE  VI. 
%Vh?.t  news,  Friar,  of  the  Duke  ? 

Duke*  I  know  none  ;  -can  you  tell  me  of  any  ? 
,  -  Lucio, 
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Lucio.  Some  fay  he  is  with  the  Emperor  of  Rujfia ;  other 
fome,  he  is  in  Rome  :  but  where  is  he,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  I  know  not  where  j  but  wherefoever,  I  wifh  him 
well, 

Luclo,  It  was  a  mad  fantaftica!  trick  of  him  to  ileal 
from  the  ftate,  and  ufurp  the  beggary  he  was  never  born 
to.  Lord  Angeh  dukes  it  well  in  his  abfence  $  he  puts 
Trangreflion  to't. 

Duke.  He  does  well  in't. 

Lucio.  A  little  more  lenity  to  leachery  would  do  no  harm 
in  him  5  fomething  too  crabbed  that  way,  Frfar* 

Duke.  It  is  too  general  a  vice,  and  feverity  muft  cure  it, 
Lucio.  Yes  in  good  footh,  the  vice  is  of  great  kindred  5 
it  is  well  ally'd  j   and  it  is  impolTible  to  extirp  it  quite. 
Friar,  'till  eating  and  drinking  be  put  down.    They  fay, 
this  Angeh  was  not  made  by  man  and  woman  after  the 
downright  way  of  creation  ;  is  it  true,  think  you  ? 
Duke.  How  mould  he  be  made  then  ? 
Lucio.  Some  report,  a  lea- maid  fpawn'dhim.  Some, 
that  he  was  begot  between  two  ftock-fimes.  But  it  is  cer- 
tain, that  when  he  makes  water,  his  urine  is  congealM  ice  5 
that  I  know  to  be  true :  and  he  has  no  motion  generative  j 
that's  infallible, 
Duke.  You  are  pleafant,  Sir,  and  fpeak  apace. 
Lucio.  "Why,  what  a  *uthlefs  thing  is  this  in  him,  for 
the  rebellion  of  a  cod-piece  to  take  away  the  life  of  a  man  ! 
would  the  Duke  that  is  abfent  have  done  this  ?  ere  he 
would  have  hang'd  a  man  for  the  getting  a  hundred  baftards, 
he  would  have  paid  for  the  nurfing  a  thoufand.    He  had 
fome  feeling  of  the  fport,  he  knew  the  fervice,  and  that 
inftru&ed  him  to  mercy. 

Duke.  I  never  heard  the  abfent  Duke  much  detected  for 
women  ;  he  was  not  inclined  that  way . 
Lucie.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  deceived. 
Duke.  'Tisnotpoflible. 

Lucio.  Who,  not  the  Duke  ?  yes,  your  beggar  of  fifty  ; 
and  his  ufewas,  to  put  a  ducket  in  her  clack-difh  5  the 
Duke  had  crotchets  in  him.  He  would  be  drunk  too,  that 
let  me  inform  you. 

Duke*  You  do  him  wrong  furely, 

Luci&> 
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l^cio.  Sir,  I  was  an  inward  of  his:  a  fly  fellow  was  the 
Duke  ;  and  I  believe  I  know  the  caufe  of  his  withdrawing, 

Duke.  What  pr'ythee  might  be  the  caufe  ? 

Lucio,  No;  pardon  :  'tis  a  fecret  muft  be  lockt  within 
the  teeth  and  the  lips  ;  but  this  I  can  let  you  underftaad, 
the  greater  file  of  the  fubjeft  held  the  Duke  to  be  wife. 

Duke,  Wife  ?  why,  no  quefrioii  but  he  was. 

Lucio.  A  very  fupcrficial,  ignorant,  unweighing  fellow. 

Duke.  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  or  mistaking  5 
the  very  ftream  of  his  life,  and  the  bufinefs  he  hath  helmed, 
muft  upon  a  warranted  need  give  him  a  better  proclama- 
tion- Let  him  be  but  teftimonied  in  his  own  bringing* 
forth,  and  he  mall  appear  to  the  envious,  a  fcholai,  a  ftatef- 
man,  and  a  foldier.  Therefore  you  fpeak  unfkilfully ;  or 
if  your  knowledge  be  more,  it  is  much  darken'd  in  your 
malice. 

Lucio,  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him. 

Duke.  Love  talks  with  better  knowledge,  and  knowledge 
with  dearer  love. 

Lucie.  Come,  Sir,  I  know  what  I  know. 

Duke.  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  fince  you  know  not 
what  you  fpeak.  But  if  ever  the  Duke  return,  as  our 
prayers  are  he  may,  let  me  defire  you  to  make  your  anfwer 
before  him :  if  it  be  honeft  you^have  fpoke,  you  have  cou- 
rage to  maintain  it ;  I  am  bound  to  call  upon  you,  and  I 
pray  you,  your  name  ? 

Lucio,  Sir,  my  name  is  Lucio,  well  known  to  the  Duke, 

Duke,  He  ihall  know  you  better,  Sir,  if  I  may  live  to 
report  you* 

Lucio,  I  fear  you  not. 

Duke,  O,  you  hope  the  Duke  will  return  no  more  5  or 
you  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  oppofite  ;  but  indeed  I 
can  do  you  a  little  harm  :  you'll  forfwear  this  again  ? 

Lucio,  I'll  be  hangM  firft:  thou  art  deceived  in  mc, 
Friar,  But  no  more  of  this.  Canft  thou  tell  if  CI  audio 
die  to-morrow,  or  no  ? 

Duke.  Why  mould  he  die,  Sir  ? 

Lucio.  Why  ?  for  filling  a  bottle  with  a  tun-dim  :  I 
would  the  Duke  we  talk  of  were-return'd  again  j  ithis  un- 
geniturM  Ageatwill  unpeople  the  province  with  continency. 

Sparrows 
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sparrows  muft  not  build  in  his  houfe-eaves,  becaafe  they 
ire  leacherous.  The  Duke  yet  would  have  dark  deeds 
jllarkly  anfwered  ;  he  would  never  bring  them  to  light  j 
would  he  were  return' d  !  Marry,  this  Qaudio  is  con- 
demned for  untrufiing.  Farewel,  good  friar  ;  I  pr'ythee, 
|3ray  for  me  :  the  Duke,  I  fay  to  thee  again,  would  eat 
mutton  on  Fridays.  He's  not  pait  it  yet  $  and,  I  fay  to 
:hee,  he  would  mouth  with  a  beggar,  tho*  me  fmelt  of 
Drown  bread  and  garlick  :  fay  that  I  fay  fo  j  farewel. 

Duke,  No  might  nor  greatnefs  in  mortality 
Oan  cenfure  'feape  :  back-wounding  calumny 
The  whiteft  virtue  ftrikes.    What  King  fo  flrong 
Oan  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  fland'rous  tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Efcalus,  Provoft,  Bawd,  arid  Officers, 

Efcal.  Go,  away  with  her  to  prifon. 

Baivd.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me  ;  your  honour  fa 
accounted  a  merciful  man  :  good  my  lord. 

Efcal,  Double  and  treble  admonition,  and  ftill  forfeit  in 
the  fame  kind  ?  this  would  make  mercy  fwerve,  and  play 
the  tyrant 

Prov.  A  bawd  of  eleven  years  continuance,  may  it  pleafe 
yrour  honour. 

Baiud.  My  lord,  this  is  one  Zkc/Vs  information  againft 
ne  :  miftrefs  Kate  Keep-down  was  with  child  by  him  in  the 
Duke's  time  ;  he  premised  her  marriage  :  his  child  is  a 
rear  and  a  quarter  old,  come  Philip  and  Jacob  :  I  have  kept 
it  my  felf ;  and  fee  how  he  goes  about  to  abufe  me. 

Ejcal.  That  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  much  licence  j  let  him 
>e  callM  before  us.  Away  with  her  to  prifon  j  go  to  j  no 
nore  words.  [Exeunt  ivitb  the  Bawd.]  Prcvofi,  my 
mother  Angela  will  not  be  alter' «i  :  Claiidio  muft  die  to- 
morrow :  let  him  be  furnim'd  with  divines,  and  have  all 
:haritable  preparation.  If  my  brother  wrought  by  my  pity, 
t  lhould  not  be  fo  with  him. 

Pn<v.  So  pleafe  you,  this  Friar  hath  been  with  him* 
ind  advis'd  him  for  the  entertainment  of  deafch* 

Efcal.  Good  even,  good  father  ! 

Duke.  Elils  and  goodncis  on  you ! 
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Efcal.  Of  whence  are  you  ? 

Duke.  Not  of  this  country,  tho*  my  chance  is  now 
To  ule  it  for  my  time  :  I  am  a  brother 
Of  gracious  order,  late  come  from  the  Sec, 
In  fpeeial  bufinefs  from  his  Holinefs. 

Efcal.  What  news  abroad  i*  th*  world  ? 

Duh.  None,  but  that  there  is  fo  great  a  fever  ©n  good- 
nefs,  that  the  diflblution  of  it  muit  cure  it.  Novelty  is 
only  in  requeft  5  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to  be  aged  in  any 
kind  of  courfe,  as  it  is  virtuous  to  be  conftant  in  an  un- 
dertaking. There  is  fcarce  truth  enough  alive  to  make 
ibcicties  fecure  ;  but  fecurity  enough  to  make  fellowfhipa 
accurft.  Much  upon  this  riddle  runs  the  wifdom  «f  the 
world  ;  this  news  is  old  enough,  yet  it  is  every  day's  news. 
I  pray  you,  Sir,  of  what  difpofition  was  the  Duke  ? 

Efcal.  One  that  above  all  other  ftrifes 
Contended  fpecially  to  know  himfelf. 

Duke.  What  pleafure  was  he  given  to  ? 

Efcal.  Rather  rejoicing  to  fee  another  merry,  than  merry 
at  any  thing  which  profeft  to  make  him  rejoice.  A  gentle- 
man of  all  temperance.  But  leave  him  to  his  events,with 
a  prayer  they  may  prove  profperous  ;  and  let  me  defire  to 
know  how  you  find  Claudia  prepared:  I  am  made  to  under- 
ftand,  that  you  have  lent  him  vifitation. 

Duke,  He  profefl'es  to  have  received  no  finiiter  meafure 
from  his  judge,  but  mod  willingly  humbles  himfelf  to 
the  determination  of  juftice  :  yet  had  he  fram'd  to  him- 
felf, by  the  inftruclion  of  his  frailty,  many  deceiving  pro- 
miles  of  life,  which  I  by  my  good  leifure  have  difcredited 
to  him,  and  now  is  he  refolv'd  to  die. 

Efcal.  You  have  paid  the  heav'ns  your  function,  and  the 
prifoner  the  very  debt  of  your  calling.  I  have  laboured  for 
she  poor  gentleman,  to  the  extremeft  more  of  my  modefty, 
but  my  brother-juftice  have  I  found  fo  fevcre,  that  he  hath 
forc*d  me  to  tell  him,  he  is  indeed  Juftice. 

Duke.  If  his  own  life  anfvver  the  ftraitnefs  of  his  pro- 
ceeding, it  mall  become  him  well  j  wherein  if  he  chance 
to  fail,  he  hath  fentene'd  himfelf. 

£fcal<  I  am  going  to  vi/it  the  prifoner ;  fare  you  well. 

SCENE 


Meafure  for  Meafure*  49 
scene  vnr. 

Duke,  Peace  be  with  you  ! 
He  who  the  fword  of  heav'n  will  bear, 
Should  be  as  holy  as  fevere  : 
Pattern  in  himfelf  to  know, 
Grace  to  ftand,  and  virtue  go  : 
More  not  lefs  to  others  paying, 
Than  by  felf-offences  weighing. 
Shame  to  him,  whofe  cruel  ftriking 
Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking  ! 
Twice  treble  fliame  on  Angelo, 
To  weed  my  vice,  and  let  his  grow  ! 
Oh,  what  may  man  within  him  hide, 
Tho*  angel  on  the  outward  fide  ! 
How  may  that  likenefs  fhading  crimes, 
Making  praftife  on  the  times, 
Draw  with  idle  fpiders  firings 
Moft  pond'rous  and  fubftantial  things  \ 
Craft  againft  vice  X  muft  apply. 
With  Angela  to-night  mail  lye 
His  old  betrothed,  but  defpisM  ; 
So  difguife  (bail  by  th*  difguis'd 
Pay  with  falihocd  falfe  exacting , 

And  perform  an  old  ccntr ailing.  [Exit* 

ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 
A  Grange*    Enter  Mariana,  and  boy  finguig, 
SONG. 

TAKE,  oh  take  thofe  lips  aiuay> 
That  fo  fweetly  ivereforfzvorn  ; 
And  thofe  eyes,  the  break  of  day, 

Lights  that  do  mif-lead  the  morn  \ 
But  my  Kijjes  bring  again, 
Seals  of  love,  but  feaVd  in  •vain* 
Enter  Duke. 

JMar'u  Break  off  thy  Song,  and  hafte  thee  quick  away  : 
Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whofe  advice 
Hath  often  ftill'd  my  brawling  difcontcnt. 
1  cry  you  merry,  Sir,  and  well  could  wifh 
You  had  not  found  me  here  fo  mufical ; 

Vol,  II.  E  Let 
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Let  me  excufe  me,  and  believe  me  fo, 

My  mirth  it  much  difpeas'd,  but  pleas'd  my  woe» 

Duke.  'Tis  good ;  tho'  mufick  oft  hath  fuch  a  charm 
To  make  bad  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm. 
1  pray  you,  tell  me,  hath  any  body  enquir'd  for  me  here 
to-day  ?  much  upon  this  time  have  I  promifed  here  to 
meet  one. 

Mari.  You  have  not  been  enquir'd  after  :  I  have  fat 
here  all  day. 

Enter  Ifabel. 

Duke,  I  do  conftantly  believe  you  :  the  time  is  come, 
even  now.    I  mall  crave  your  forbearance  a  little  j  may  be 
1  will  call  upon  you  anon  for  fome  advantage  to  your  felf. 
Man,  I  am  always  bound  to  you.  [Exit* 

SCENE  If. 
Duke,  Very  well  met,  and  well  come : 
What  is  the  news  from  this  good  Deputy  ? 

Jfab,  He  hath  a  garden  circummur'd  with  brick, 
Whofe  weftern  fide  is  with  a  vineyard  backt : 
And  to  that  vineyard  is  a  planched  gate, 
That  makes  his  opening  with  this  bigger  key : 
This  other  doth  command  a  little  door, 
Which  from  the  vineyard  to  the  garden  leads  ; 
There,  on  the  heavy  middle  of  the  night, 
Have  I  my  promife  made  to  call  upon  him. 

Duke.  But  mall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this  way  ? 
J  fab,  I've  ta'en  a  due  and  wary  note  upon't  5 
With  whifpMsg  and  moft  guilty  diligence, 
In  action  all  of  precept  he  did  mow  me 
*yhe  way  twice  o'er, 

Duke*  Are  there  no  other  tokens 
Between  you  'greed,  concerning  her  obfervance  ? 

Jjab.  No  j  none  but  only  a  repair  V  th'  dark  ; 
And  that  I  have  pofieft  him,  my  moft  ftay 
Can  be  but  brief ;  for  J  have  made  him  know, 
I  have  a  fervant  comes  with  me  along, 
That  Hays  upon  me,  whofe  peifuafion  is 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Duke,  "lis  well  born  up, 
I  have  #P,t  yet  Jm4*  Jw**^o  Mariana 
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A  word  of  this.   What  hoa !  within  !  come  forth  • 

SCENE    III.     Enter  Mariana. 
I  pray  you,  be  acquainted  with  this  maid  $ 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 
Jfab,  I  do  defire  the  like. 

Duke.  Do  you  perfuade  your  felf  that  I  refpcel  you  ? 
Mart.  Good  Friar,  I  know  you  do,  and  I  have  found  it* 
Duke.  Take  then  this  your  companion  by  the  hand, 
Who  hath  a  ftory  ready  for  your  ear : 
I  ihall  attend  your  leifure  5  but  make  hafte  j 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 

iltfjr/.Will't  pleafe  you  walk  afide  ?  [£*,Man.  and Ifab, 
Duke.  Oh  place  and  greatnefs !  millions  of  falfe  eyes 
Are  ftuck  upon  thee  :  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  their  falfe  and  moft  contrarious  queftj 
Upon  thy  doings  :  thoufand  'fcapcs  of  wit 
Make  thee  the  father  of  their  idta  dreams, 

And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies !  Well  I  agreed  ? 

SCENE    IV.    Re-enter  Mariana,  and  Ifabcl, 
Jfab.  She'll  take  the  enterprize  upon  her,  father, 
If  you  advifeit. 

Duke.  'Tis  not  my  confent, 
But  my  intreaty  too. 

Jfab.  Little  have  you  to  fay 
When  you  depart  from  him,  but  foft  and  low, 
"  Remember  now  my  brother. 
Mart.  Fear  me  not. 

Duke.  Nor,  gentle  daughter,  fear  you  not  at  alls 
He  is  your  hufband  on  a  pre-contra£t  j 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  no  fin, 
Sith  that  the  jufticeof  your  title  to  him 
Doth  flouriih  the  deceit.    Come,  let  us  go  ; 
Our  corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  tilth's  to  fow.     [ Exeunt* 
SCENE    V.    The  Prifon. 
Enter  Provoft  and  Clown. 
Pro,  Come  hither,  firrah  :  can  you  cut  off*  a  man's  head  ? 
Clotun.  If  the  man  be  a  batchelor,Sir,  I  can  :  but  if  he 
beamarry'd  man,  he  is  his  wife's  head,  and  I  can  never 
cutoff  a  woman's  head. 

Prov,  Come,  Sir,  leave  me  your  matches,  and  yield  mc 
E  %  a 
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a  direft  anfwer.  To-morrow  morning  are  to  die  Claudia 
and  Barnardine ;  here  is  in  our  prifon  a  common  execu- 
tioner, who  in  his  office  lacks  a  helper  $  if  you  will  take  it 
on  you  to  afiift  him,  it  mail  redeem  you  from  your  gyves  : 
if  not,  you  mall  have  your  full  time  of  imprifonment,  and 
your  deliverance  with  an  unpitied  whipping  j  for  you 
Jiave  been  a  notorious  bawd. 

Clown,  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd,  time  out  of 
mind,  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  lawful  hangman  :  I 
would  be  glad  to  receive  fome  inftruction  from  my  fellow* 
partner. 

>  Prov.  What  hoa,  Abhor  Jon  !  where' s  Abhorfon  there  ? 
Enter  Abfyarfon. 
Abhor,  Do  you  call,  Sir  ? 

Pro<v.  Sirrah,  here's  a  fellow  will  help  you  to-morrow 
in  your  execution  :  if  you  think  it  meet,  compound  with 
him  by  the  year,  and  let  him  abide  here  with  you  5  if  not, 
ufe  him  for  the  prefent,  and  difmifs  him.  He  cannot  plead 
his  eftimation  with  you  ;  he  hath  been  a  bawd. 

Abhor.  A  bawd,  Sir  f  fie  upon  him,  he  will  discredit 
our  myftery. 

Prov.  Go  to,  Sir  5  you  weigh  equally,  a  feather  will  turn 
thefcale.  {Exit. 

Clown.  Pray,  Sir,  by  your  good  favour  5  (for  furely,  Sir, 
a  good  favour  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a  hanging  Jookj) 
do  you  call,  Sir,  your  occupation  a  myftery  ? 

Abhor.  Ay,  Sir,  a  myftery. 

Clown.  Painting,  Sir,  I  have  heard  fay,  is  a  myftery  ; 
and  your  whores,  Sir,  being  members  of  my  occupation, 
ufing  painting,  do  prove  my  occupation  a  myftery  :  but 
what  myftery  there  mould  be  in  hanging,  if  I  lhould  be 
hang'd,  I  cannot  imagine. 

*  Abhor.  #*  «***#«*#* 
Clown.     •  4fr  %4if&tfc#lfc#fc^$fr 

Sir,  it  is  a  myftery. 

*  The  Text  here  is  plainly  maimed  and  deficient,  thewordsby 
which  mould  prove  the  Hangman's  trade  a  cnyltery  arc  loft. 
But  from  what  follows  theargument  may  be  conjectured  to  have 
been  this,  that  every  man's  apparel  fitted  the  hangman  :  to  which 
wc  mayfuppofe  the  Clovn  replied,  that  for  the  fame  rcafbn  the 
fame  thing  might  be  faid  <jf  the  Thief's  trsde- -  7W,  Sirt  it  it  * 
vyfttrit  &c.  and  this  connects  the  red  that  follows. 

Abhor* 
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Clown.  Every  trile  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief:  if  it  be 
too  little  for  your  thief,  your  true  man  thinks  it  big  enough. 
If  it  be  too  big  for  your  thief,  your  thief  thinks  it  little 
enough :  fo  every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief. 
Re-enter  Piovoft. 

Prov.  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Clown.  Sir,  I  will  ferve  him  :  for  I  do  find  your  hangman 
is  a  more  penitent  trade  than  your  bawd  ;  he  doth  oftner 
aft  forgivenefs. 

Prov.  You,  firrah,  provide  your  block  and  your  ax  to* 
morrow,  four  a-clock. 

Abhor,  Come  on,  bawd,  I  will  inftruft  thee  in  my 
tradej  follow. 

Clown.  I  do  defire  to  learn,  Sir ;  and  I  hope,  if  you  have 
occafion  to  ufe  me  for  your  own  turn_,you  mall  find  me  yarc ; 
for  truly,Sir,  for  your  kindnefs  I  owe  you  a  good  turn.  [Exit* 

Prov.  Call  hither  Barnardine  and  Claudio  ; 
One  has  my  pity  5  not  a  jot  the  other, 
Being  a  murth'rer,  tho'  he  were  my  brother. 

SCENE    VI.     Enter  Claudio. 
Look,  here's  the  warrant,  Claudio,  for  thy  death  ; 
*Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to-morrow 
Thou  muft  be  made  immortal.    Where's  Barnardine  ? 

Claud.  As  faft  lock'd  up  in  lleep,  as  guiltlefs  labour 
When  it  lyes  ftarkly  in  the  traveller's  bones : 
He*  11  not  awake. 

Prov.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  ? 
Well,  go,  prepare  your  felf.     [Ex.  Claud.]     But  hark, 
what  noife  ?  [Knock  within* 

Heav'n  give  your  fpirits  comfort !— »by  and  by,— 
I  hope  it  is  fome  pardon,  or  reprieve 
For  the  molt  gentle  Claudio.   Welcome,  rather. 

Enter  Duke. 

Duke.  The  beft  and  wholfom'lt  fpirits  of  the  night 
Invellop  you,  good  Provoft !  who  calPd  here  of  late  ? 
Prov.  None  fince  the  curphew  rung, 
Duke.  Not  Ijabtlf 
Prov.  No. 

Duke.  They  will  then,  ere't  be  long, 


Prov.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudia  f 

Duke,  There's  fome  in  hope. 

Prov.  It  is  a  bitter  Deputy. 

Duke.  Not  fo,  not  fo  5  his  life  is  parallel'd 
Ev'n  with  the  ftroak  and  line  of  his  great  jufticej. 
He  doth  with  holy  abftinence  fubdue 
That  in  himfelf  which  he  fpurs  on  his  pow*r 
To  qualifie  in  others.    Were  he  mealM 
With  that  which  he  corrects,  then  were  he  tyrannous  ; 
But  this  being  fo,  he*s  juft .  Now  are  they  come.  \Knockagain* 

[Exit  Provoft. 

This  is  a  gentle  Provoft,  feldom  when 

The  fteeled  goaler  is  the  friend  of  men* 

How  now  ?  what  noife  ?  that  fpirit's  pofTeft  with  hafte 

That  wounds  trf  unrefting  poitern  with  thefe  ftrokes. 

[Provoft  returns, 

Prpv.  There  he  muft  fhy  until  the  officer 
Arife  to  let  him  in  5  he  is  call'd  up. 

Duke  '.  Have  you  no  countermand  for  Claudio  yet* 
But  he  muft  die  to-morrow  ? 

Prov.  None,  Sir,  none. 

Duke.  As  near  the  dawning,  Provoft)  as  it  is, 
You  mall  hear  more  ere  morning. 

Prov.  Happily 
You  fomething  know  5  yet  I  believe  there  cornea 
No  countermand  3  no  fuch  example  have  we : 
Befides,  upon  the  very  fiege  of  juftice, 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  the  publick  ear 
•Profeft  the  contrary. 

SCENE    VII.    Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Duke.  This  is  his  lord/hip's  man. 

Pro'v.  And  here  comes  Claudio"  s  pardon. 

Meff.  My  lord  hath  fent  you  this  note,  and  by  me  this 
further  charge,  that  you  fwerve  not  from  the  fmalleft  arti- 
cle of  it,  neither  in  time,  matter,  or  other  circumftance. 
Good- morrow  5  for  as  I  take  it,  it  is  almoft  day. 

Prov.  I  fhall  obey  him.  [£#/f  Meflen. 

Duke.  This  is  his  pardon  purchased  by  fuch  fin 
For  which  the  pardoner  himfelf  is  in  ; 
Hence  hath  offence  his  quick  celerity, 
When  it  is  born  in  high  authority  j  When 
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When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  fo  extended, 
That  for  the  fault's  love,  is  th'  offender  friended. 
.Now,  Sir,  what  news? 

Prov.  I  told  you  :  lord  Angeh>  he -like  thinking  me 
remifs  in  mine  office,  awakens  me  with  this  unwonted  put- 
ting on,  methinks  ftrangely,  for  he  hath  not  us'd  it  before* 
Duke,  Pray  you,  let's  hear, 

Provoft  reads  the  letter. 
What  fever  you  may  hear  to  the  contrary ,  let  Claudio  be  exe* 
cuted  by  four  of  the  clock,  and  in  the  afternoon  Barnardine : 
for  my  better  fatisfaclion,  let  me  have  Claudio'i  head  fent 
we  by  five.  Let  this  be  duly  performed,  ivith  a  thought 
that  more  depends  on  it  than  we  muft  yet  deliver*  Thus 
fail  not  to  do  your  office,  as  you  will  anfwer  it  at  your 
peril. 

What  fay  you  to  this,  Sir  > 

Duke,  What  is  that  Barnardine,  who  is  to  be  executed  in 
the  afternoon  > 

Pr<nt.  A  Bohemian  born,  but  here  nurft  up  and  bred  ; 
cne  that  is  a  prifoner  nine  years  old. 

Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  abfent  Duke  had  not  either 
deliver'*!  him  to  his  liberty,  or  executed  him  ?  I  have  heard 
£t  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  fo. 

Prov.  His  friends  ftill  wrought  reprieves  for  him  ;  and 
indeed  his  facl,  'till  now  in  the  government  of  lord  Angilo^ 
came  not  to  an  undoubtful  proof. 

Duke.  Is  it  now  apparent  ? 

Prov.  Moft  manifeft,  and  not  deny'd  by  himfelf. 

Duke.  Hath  he  born  himfelf  patiently  in  prifon  ?  how 
feems  he  to  be  touch' d  f 

Pr<rv%  A  man  that  apprehends  death  no  more  dreadfully, 
out  as  a  drunken  fleep  ;  carelefs,  rechleis,  and  feariels  of 
what's  part,  prefent,  or  to  come  j  infenfibleof  mortality, 
and  mortally  defperate. 

Duke.  He  wants  advice. 

Prov.  He  will  hear  none ;  he  hath  evermore  tad 
the  liberty  of  the  prifon:  give  him  leave  to  efcape  hence, 
he  would  not  i  drunk  many  times  a  day,  if  not  many 
days  entirely  drunk.    We  have  very  oft  awak'd  him, 
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as  if  to  carry  him  to  execution,  and  fhew'd  him  a  feera- 
xng  warrant  for  it ,  it  hath  not  movM  him  at  all. 

Duke.  More  of  hira  anon.  There  is  written  in  your 
brow,  Provoft,  honefty  and  conftancy  $  if  I  read  it  not 
truly,  my  ancient  skill  beguiles  me  j  but  in  the  boldnefs  of 
my  cunning,  I  will  lay  my  felf  in  hazard.  Cfaudio,  whom 
here  you  have  a  warrant  to  execute,  is  no  greater  forfeit 
to  the  law  than  Angeh,  who  hath  fentenc'd  him.  To 
make  you  underftand  this  in  a  manifefted  effect,  I  crave 
but  four  days  refpite,  for  the  which  you  are  to  do  me 
both  a  prefent  and  a  dangerous  courte/ie. 

Prev.  Pray,  Sir,  in  what  ? 

Duke,  In  the  delaying  death. 

Prov,  Alack !  how  may  I  do  it,  having  the  hour  li- 
mited, and  an  exprefs  command  under  penalty  to  deliver 
his  head  in  the  view  of  Angelo  f  I  may  make  my  cafe  as 
Claudia's  to  crofs  this  in  the  fmalleft. 

Duke,  By  the  vow  of  mine  order,  I  warrant  you,  if  my 
inftructions  may  be  your  guide  :  let  this  Barnardine  be  this 
morning  executed,  and  his  head  born  to  Angelo. 

Prov.  Angelo  hath  feen  them  both,  and  \n\l  difcover  the 
favour. 

Duke,  Oh,  death's  a  great  difguifer,  and  you  may  add  to 
it  j  (have  the  head,  and  tie  the  beard,  and  fay  it  was  the 
defire  of  the  penitent  to  be  barbM  before  his  death ;  you 
know  the  courfe  is  common.  If  any  thing  fall  to  you  upon 
this,  more  than  thanks  and  good  fortune ;  by  the  Saint 
whom  I  profefs,  I  will  plead  againft  it  with  ray  life. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  good  father  ;  it  is  againft  my  oath, 

Duke,  Were  you  fworn  to  the  Duke,  or  to  the  Deputy  ? 

Prov,  To  him,  and  to  his  Subfticutes. 

Duke.  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  offence,  if  the 
Duke  avouch  the  juftice  of  your  dealing  ? 

Prov.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 

Duke,  Not  a  refemblance  but  a  certainty.  Yet  fince  I 
lee  you  fearful,  that  neither  my  coat,  integrity,  nor  my 
perfuafion,  can  with  eafe  attempt  you,  1  will  go  further  than 
I  meant,  to  pluck  all  fears  out  of  you.  Look  you,  Sir, 
bere  is  the  hand  and  feal  of  the  Duke  $  you  know  the  cha- 
ra&er,  1  toufct  not,  and  the  fignet  is  not  #  range  to  you. 

Prov, 
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'Prom*  I  know  them  both* 

Duke.  The  contents  of  this  is  the  return  of  the  Duke  ; 
yen  mall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  pleafure  5  where  you 
<KalI  find  within  thefe  two  days  he  will  be  here.  This  is  a 
thing  which  Angela  knows  not  5  for  he  this  very  day  re- 
ceives letters  of  ftrange  tenor,  perchance  of  the  Duke's 
^eath,  perchance  of  his  entering  into  fome  monaftery,  but, 
fey  chance,  nothing  of  what  is  here  writ.  Look,  the  un- 
hiding fbr  calls  up  the  fhepherd  ;  put  not  yourfelf  into 
amazement  how  thefe  things  mould  be  ;  all  difficulties  are 
hut  eafiewhen  they  are  known.  Call  your  executioner, 
and  off*  with  Barnardine1 s  head  :  I  will  give  him  a  prefent 
ftrift,  and  advife  him  for  a  better  place.  Yet  you  are  a- 
maz>d,  but  this  mall  abfolutely  refolve  you.  Come  away, 
it  is  almoft  clear  dawn.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE   VIII.    Enter  Clown. 

Gown,  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in  our 
fioufe  of  profeflion  5  one  would  think  it  were  miftrefe 
Qt*er-dan*s  ownhoufe;  for  here  be  many  of  her  old  cufto- 
mers.  Firft  hereTs  young  Mr.  Ra/h  ^  he's  in  for  a  commo- 
dity of  brown  pepper  and  old  ginger,  ninefcore  and  feven- 
teera  Pounds  ;  of  which  he  made  five  marks  ready  money  : 
marry  then,  ginger  was  not  much  in  requeft  ;  for  the  old 
women  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there  here  one  Mr.  Caper , 
at  the  fuitof  mafter  Three-Pile  the  mercer,  for  fome  four 
fuits  of  peach-colour* d  fattin,  which  now  peaches  him  a 
beggar.  Then  have  we  here  young  Dizzy,  and  young  Mr. 
Deep-vow ,  and  Mr.  Copper-fpur,  and  Mafter  Starve- 
Lacky  thz  rapier  and  dagger-man,  and  young  Drop-beire 
that  killed  lufty  Pudding,  and  Mr.  Forthright  the  tilter, 
and  brave  Mr.  Shooty  the  great  Traveller,  and  wild  Half 
Canne  that  ftabbM  Pots,  and  I  think  forty  more  ;  all  great 
doers  in  our  trade,  and  are  now  in  for  the  Lord's  fake. 
Enter  Abhorfon. 

Abhcr.  Sirrah,  bring  Barnardine  hither. 

C&wff.  Mafter  Barnardine  y  you  muft  rife  and  behang'd, 
IBafter  Barnardine. 

Akbor,  What  froa,  BATttardint  / 


Bar- 
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Barnardine  within, 

Barnar.  A  pox  o*  your  throats  ?  who  make3  that  noife 
there  ?  what  are  you  ? 

Clown.  Your  friend,  Sir,  the  hangman  ;  you  muft  be  fo 
good,  Sir,  to  rife,  and  be  put  to  death. 

Barnar,  Away,  you  rogue,  away  ;  I  am  fleepy. 

Abhor.  Tell  him  he  muft  awake,  and  that  quickly  too. 

Clown,  Pray,  mafter  Barnardine,  awake  'till  you  are 
txecutcd,  and  deep  afterwards. 

Abhor.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 

Clown,  He  is  coming,  Sir,  he  is  coming  5  I  hear  the 
firaw  rufsle. 

Enter  Barnardine. 
Abbtr,  Is  the  ax  upon  the  block,  firrah  ? 
Clown,  Very  ready,  Sir. 

Barnar,  How  now,  Abhorfon  f  what's  the  news  with 
you  ? 

Abhor.  Truly,  Sir,  I  would  defire  you  to  clap  into  your 
jrayers  :  for  look  you,  the  warrant's  come. 

Barnar.  You  rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all  night,  I 
am  not  fitted  for't. 

Clown,  Oh,  the  better,  Sir  ;  for  he  that  drinks  all  night, 
and  is  hang'd  betimes  in  the  morning,  may  fteep  the  founder 
ail  the  next  day. 

Enter  Duke. 

Abhor.  Look  you,  Sir,  here  comes  your  ghoftly  father  3 
do  we  jeft  now,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  Sir,  induced  by  my  charity,  and  hearing  how 
haftily  you  are  ta  depart,  I  am  come  to  advife  you,  comfort 
you,  and  pray  with  you. 

Barnar,  Friar,  not  I  :  I  have  been  drinking  hard  all 
night,  and  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me,  or  they  mall 
beat  out  my  brains  with  billets  ;  I  will  not  confent  to  die 
this  day,  that's  certain. 

Duke.  Oh,  Sir,  you  muft  ;  and  therefore  I  befeech  you, 
look  forward  on  the  journey  you  mall  go. 

Barnar.  I  fwear  I  will  not  die  to-day  for  any  man's  per- 
-  fuafion. 

Duke,  But  hea*you, 

Barnar, 
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Barnar.  Not  a  word  :  if  you  have  any  thing  tq  fay  to 
Oic>  come  to  my  ward  5  for  thence  wjll  not  I  to-day.  [Exit* 
SCENE    IX.     Enter  Provofh 
Duke,  Unfit  to  live,  or  die  :  oh  gravel  heart ! 
Prov.  After  him,  fellows :  bring  him  to  the  block, 
Now,  Sir,  how  do  you  find  the  prjfoner  > 

Duke.  A  creature  unpreparM,  unmeet  for  death  ; 
And  to  tranfport  him  in  the  mind  he  is, 
Were  damnable. 

■Prov.  Here  in  the  prifon,  father, 
There  dyM  this  morning  of  a  cruel  fever 
One  Ragozjtte,  a  moft  notorious  pyrate, 
A  man  of  Claudio\  years  :  with  beard  and  head 
Juft  of  his  colour.    What  if  we  emit 
This  reprobate  *  till  he  were  well  inclined, 
And  iatisfy  the  Deputy  with  the  vifage 
Of  Ragozine,  more  like  to  Claudia  t 

Duke,  O,  'tis  an  accident  that  heav'n  provides  i 
Difpatch  it  prefently  ;  the  hour  draws  on 
Prefix t  by  Angtlo  :  fee  this  be  done, 
And  fent  according  to  command  5  while  I 
Perfuade  this  rude  wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Prov,  This  fhall  be  done  good  father  prefentiy* 
But  Barnardine  muft  die  this  afternoon : 
And  how  fhall  we  continue  Claudio, 
To  fave  me  from  the  danger  that  might  corne^ 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? 

Duke,  Let  this  be  done, 
Put  them  in  fecret  holds,  Claudio  and  Barnardine  : 
Ere  twice  the  fun  hath  made  his  journal  greeting 
To  th*  under  generation,  you  fhall  find 
Your  fafety  manifeft. 

Prov,  I  am  your  free  dependant. 

Duke.  Quick,  quick,  and  fend  the  head  to  Atgeto, 

[ixii  PjfcV, 

Now  will  I  write  Letters  to  Angelo, 
The  Provoft  he  fhall  bear  them,  whofe  contents 
Shall  witnefs  to  him  I  am  near  at  home  j 
And  that  by  great  injunction?  1  am  bound 
T*  enter  pmblickly  :  him  HI  defire 
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To  meet  me  at  the  confecrated  fount, 
A  league  below  the  city  ;  and  from  thence* 
By-  cold  gradation  and  well-ballanc'd  form, 
We  mall  proceed  with  Ange/o. 

Enter  Provoft. 

Prw,  Here  is  the  head,  I'll  carry  it  my  fel£ 

Duke,  Convenient  is  it :  make  a  fwift  return  j 
For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  fuch  things 
That  want  no  ear  but  yours*. 

Prov.  I'll  make  all  fpeed.  [Exfa* 
SCENE   X.  Ifebelwrtf/jf. 

Ifab,  Peace ,  hoa,  be  here ! 

Duke,  The  tongue  of  Ifabely  fhe  comes  to  know 
If  yet  her  brother's  pardon  be  come  hither; 
But  I  will  keep  her  ign'rant  of  her  good, 
To  make  her  heav'nly  comfort  of  defpair, 
When  it  is  leaft  expected. 

Enter  Ifabel. 

Ifab,  By  your  leave. 

Duke.  Good  morning  to  you,  fair  and  gracious  daughter, 

Ifab,  The  better,  giv'n  me  by  fo  holy  a  man : 
Hath  yet  the  Deputy  fent  my  brother's  pardon  ? 

Duke.  He  hath  releas'd  him,  Ifabel $  from  the  world  j 
His  head  is -off,  and  fent  to  Angel** 

jfab.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  lb. 

Duke,  It  is  no  other. 
Shew  wifdom,  daughter,  in  your  clofeft  patience. 

Ifab.  Oh,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  eyes* 

Duke,  You  ftall  not  be  admitted  to  his  fight, 

Ifab.  Unhappy  Claudio,  wretched  Ifabel  I 
Injurious  world,  moft  damned  Angeloi 

Duke.  This  hurts  not  him,  nor  profit*  you  a  jot? 
Forbear  it  therefore,  give  your  caufe  to  heav'p  ; 
Mark  what  I  fay,  which  you  fliall  furely  find 
By  ev'ry  fyllabJe  a  faithful  verity. 
The  Duke  comes  home  to-morrow  ;  dry  your  eyes  f 
One  of  our  convent,  and  his  confeiTor 
Gives  me  this  news  :  already  he  hath  carry'd 
Notice  to  Efcalus  and  Angelo, 
'Who  do  prepare  to  meet  hiin  at  the  gates, 

z  There 
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There  to  give  up  their  power.    Pace  your  wifdom 
In  that  good  path  that  I  would  wim  it  go, 
And  you  (hall  have  your  bofom  on  this  wretch, 
Grace  of  the  Duke,  revenges  to  your  heart, 
And  general  honour. 

Ijab.  I'm  directed  by  you. 

Duke.  This  letter  then  to  Friar  Peter  give  \ 
*Tis  that  he  fent  me  of  the  Duke'3  return  : 
Say,  by  this  token,  I  defire  his  company 
At  Mariana's  houfe.    Her  caufe  and  yours 
I'll  perfect  him  withal,  and  he  mall  bring  yofi 
Before  the  Duke  ;  and  to  the  head  of  Angrio 
Accufe  him  home  and  home.    For  my  poor  felf| 
I  am  combined  by  a  facred  vow, 
And  mall  be  abferit.    Wend  you  with  this  letter  % 
Command  thefe  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 
With  a  light  heart  5  truft  not  my  holy  order 
If  I  pervert  your  courfe.    Who's  here  ? 

SCENE    XI.     Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Good  even  ; 
Friar,  where  is  the  Provojl  f 

Duke.  Not  within,  Sir. 

Lucio.  Oh  pretty  Ifabdla,  I  am  pale  at  mine  heart  to 
fee  thine  eyes  ib  red  ;  thou  mult  be  patient ;  I  am  fain  to, 
dine  and  fup  with  water  and  bran ;  I  dare  not  for  my  head 
fill  my  belly  :  one  fruitful  meal  would  fet  me  to*t.  But 
they  fay  the  Duke  will  be  here  to-morrow.  By  my  troth, 
Ifabel,  I  lov'd  thy  brother  :  if  the  old  fantafttcal  Duke  of 
dark  corners  had  been  at  home,  he  had  lived. 

Duke.  Sir,  the  Duke  is  marvellous  little  beholden  to  your 
reports  ;  but  the  beft  is,  he  lives  not  in  them.  ' 

Lucio.  Friar,  thou  knoweft  not  the  Duke  fo  well  as  I  do  5 
he's  a  better  woodman  than  thou  tak'fthim  for. 

Duke,  Well  :  you'll  anfwer  this  one  day     Fare  ye  well. 

Lucio.  Nay,  marry,  I'll  go  along  with  thee :  I  can  tell 
thee  pretty  tales  of  the  Duke. 

Duke.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  already,  Sir, 
if  they  be  true  j  if  not,  nonc^were  enough. 

Lucio.  I  was  once  before  bam  for  getting  u  wench  with 
Child. 

Vojl.  II,  £  Duke. 
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Duh.  Did  you  fuch  a  thing  ? 

Lucio.  Yes  marry  did  I ;  but  I  was  fain  to  forfwcar  it ; 
t,hey  would  elfe  have  marry'd  me£to  the  rotten  medlar. 

Duke.  Sir,  your  company  is  fairer  than  honeft :  reft  you 
well. 

Lucio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  go  with  thee  to  the  lane's  end  : 
if  bawdy  talk  offend  you,  we'll  have  very  little  of  it ;  nay, 
Friar,  I  am  a  kind  of  bur,  I  fhall  ftick.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    XII.    The  Palace. 
Enter  Angelo  and  Efcalus. 

EJcal  Every  letter  he  hath  writ  hath  difvouch'd  other. 

Ang.  In  moft  uneven  and  diftra£ted  manner.  His  actions 
fliew  much  like  to  madnefst  pray  heav'n  his  wifdom  be  not 
tainted  !  and  why  meet  him  at  the  gates,  and  deliver  our 
authorities  there  ? 

Ejcal.  I  guefs  not. 

Ang.  And  why  fhould-we  proclaim  it  in  an  hour  before 
kis  cntring,  that  if  any  crave  redrefs  of  injuftice,  they 
ftould  exhibi*  their  petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? 

EfeaL  He  mews  his  reafon  for  that  5  to  have  a  difpatch 
ef  complaints,  and  to  deliver  us  from  devices  hereafter, 
which  fhall  then  have  no  power  to  ftand  againft  us. 

Ang.  Well ;  I  befeech  you,  let  it  be  proclaim'd  betimes 
j'  th'  morn  j  I'll  call  you  at  your  houfe :  give  notice  to  fuch 
jnen  of  Ibrt  and  fuit  as  are  to  meet  him. 

fiat  I  mall,  Sir :  fare  ye  well.  [Exit. 

Ang.  Good  night.   This  deed 
Unihapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpregnant,  dull 
To  all  proceedings.    A  de floured  maid. 
And  by  an  eminent  body,  that  enforced 
The  law  againft  it  \  but  that  her  tender  fhame 
Will  not  proclaim  againft  her  maiden  lofs, 
How  might  ihe  ton.gue  me  !  yet  reafon  dares  her  :  no, 
For  my  authority  bears  off  all  credence  j 
That  no  particular  fcandal  once  can  touch, 
But  it  confounds  the  breather.    He  mould  have  liv'd, 
Save  thnt  his  riotous  youth,  with  dang1  rous  tenfe, 
IWight  in  the  times  to  come  have  ta'en  revenge 
By  fo  receiving  a  difhenour'd  Kfe, 
Hr;th  ranfem  of  fuch  fame*   Wsuld  yet  he  had  liv'd ! 

Alack, 
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Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot, 
Nothing  goes  right ;  we  would,  and  we  would  not.  [Exit* 
SCENE   XIII.     The  Fields  without  the  Town* 

Enter  Duke  in  bis  Pivn  habit,  and  Friar  Peter* 
bukc.  Thcfe  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 
The  Provoft  knows  our  purpofe  and  our  plot : 
The  matter  being  afoot,  keep  your  inftrucliorj, 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  fpecial  drift, 
Thp*  jfometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  to  thatt 
Ascaufc  doth  minifter  :  call  atFlavius'  houfe, 
And  tell  him  where  I  ftay  5  give  the  like  notice 
¥nto  ValmtiuSy  Rowland,  and  to  Cr aj/us, 
And  bid  them  bring  the  trumpets  to  the  gate  j 
But  fend  me  Flavius  firft. 

Peter.  It  mall  be  fpeeded  well.  [Exit9 

Enter  Varrius; 
b'uke,  I  thank  thee,  Varrius  5  thou  haft  made  good  hafte  % 
Come,  we  will  walk.    There's  other  of  otir  friends 
"Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Varrius.  [Exeunt \ 
SCENE  XIV.    Enter  Jfabelja  mnd  Mariana, 
Ifabt  To  /peak  fo  indirectly  I  am  loth  ; 
Td  fay  the  truth  ;  but  to  accufe  him  fo, 
That  is  your  part  ;  yet  I'm  advis'd  to  do  itj 
He  fays  to  'vailful  purpofe, 
Mari.  Be  rul'd  by  him, 

Ifak.  Befides,  he  tells  me,  that  if  peradventure 
He  fpeak  againft  me  on  the  adverfe  fide, 
I  mould  not  think  it  ftrange  $  for  'tis  a  phyfick 
That's  bitter  to  fweet  end. 

Mari.  t  would  Friar  Peter— 

Ifab.  Oh,  peace  5  the  Friar  is  come. 
Enter  Peter. 

Peter.  Come,  I  have  found  you  out  a  ftand  moil  fit, 
Where  you  may  have  fuch  vantage  on  the  Duke, 
He  (hall  not  pafs  you.    Twice  have  the  trumpets  founded  % 
The  generous  and  graveft  citizens 
Have  hent  the  gates,  and  very  near  upon 
The  Duke  is  entring ;  therefore  hence,  away,  [Exeunt* 

F  %  ACT 
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ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

The  Street. 

Enter  Duke,  Varrius,  Lords,  Angelo,  Efcalus,  Lucio, 
and  Citizens,  at  fever al doors, 
Duke.  Ti  li  Y  very  worthy  coufin,  fairly  met  5 

J.V1  Our  old  and  faithful  friend,  we're  glad  to  fee 
you. 

Ang.  and  Efc.  Happy  return  be  to  your  royal  Grace  ! 

Duke.  Many  nnd  hearty  thanks  be  to  you  both ; 
We've  made  enquiry  of  you,  and  we  hear 
Such  goodnefs  of  your  juftice,  that  our  foul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  publick  thanks, 
Forerunning  more  requital. 

Ang .  You  make  my  bonds  ftill  greater. 

Duke.  Oh,  your  defert  fpeaks  loud,  and  I  mould  wrong  it 
To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bofom, 
"When  it  deferves  with  characters  of  brafs 
Aforted  refidcnce,  'gainft  the  tooth  of  time 
And  razure  of  oblivion.    Give  me  your  hand 
And  let  the  fubjects  fee,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtefies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within..  Come,  Efcajus, 
You  muft  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand  : 
And  good  fupporters  are  you. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Peter  and  IfabelLi. 

Peter,  Now  is  your  time;  fpeak  loud  and  kneel  before 
him. 

Ifab*  Jultice,  O  royal  Duke  !  vail  your  regard 
Upon  a  wrongM,  Pd  fain  have  faid,  a  maid : 
Oh  worthy  prince,  dimonour  not  your  eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  object, 
'Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  complaint, 
And  give  me  jultice,  juftice,  juftice,  juftice. 

Duke.  Relate  your  wrongs  :  in  what,  by  whom  ?  be 
brjef : 

Here  is  lord  Angelo  mall  give  you  jultice  3 
Reveal  your  felf  to  him. 

Ifab.  Oh  worthy  Duke, 
You  bid  rne  feek  redemption  of  the  devii  2 

Heajr 


Medfure  for  Meafure.  65 

Hear  me  your  felf ;  for  that  which  t  muft  fpeak 

Muft  cither  puniih  me,  not  being  believ'd. 

Or  wring  redrefs  from  you :  oh,  hear  me  here  ! 

Ang.  My  lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  n#t  firm  i 
Sh'  'ath-  been  a  fuitor  to  me  for  her  brother, 
Cut  off  by  courfe  of  juftice, 

I/ah.  Courfe  of  juftice  ! 

Ang.  And  (he  will  fpeak  moft  bitterly,  and  Arange. 

I/ak.  Moft  ftrange  but  yet  mod  truly  will  1  fpeak  j 
That  Angelas  forfworn  :  is  it  not  ftrange  ? 
That  Angeh\  a  murth'rer  :  is't  not  ftrange  I 
That  Angelo  is  an  adult'rous  thief, 
An  hypocrite,  a  virgin-violater  : 
Is  it  not  ftrange  and  iirange  ? 

Duke.  Nay,  ten  times  ftrange. 

Ifab.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angefo, 
Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  ftrartge? 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  th'end  of  reckoning. 

Duke.  Away  with  her :  poor  foul, 
She  fpeaks  this  in  th*  infirmity  of  fenfe. 

I/ah.  Oh,  1  conjure  thee,  Prince,  as  thou  believ'ft 
There  is  another  comfort  than  this  world, 
That  thou  neglect  me  not,  'with  that  opinion 
That  I  am  touch'd  with  madnefs.    Make  not  imprfliblc 
That  which  but  feems  unlike;  'tis  not  impoflVble 
But  one,  the  wicked'ft  caitiff  on  the  ground, 
May  feem  as  (hy,  as  grave,  as  juft,  as  abfolute 
As  Angelo  ;  ev'n  fo  may  Angt\o% 
In  all  his  dreflings,  caracls,  titles,  forms, 
Be  an  arch-villain :  truft  me,  royal  Prince, 
If  he  be  iefs,  he's  nothing  ;  but  he's  more, 
Had  I  more  names  for  badnefs. 

Duke.  By  mine  honour, 
If  (he  be  mad,  as  I  believe  no  other. 
Her  madnefs  hath  the  oddeft  frame  of  fenfe, 
Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing, 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  madnefs* 

l/ab.  Gracious  Duke, 
Harp  not  ta  that;  and  do  not  baoifh  reafoa 
f  3 
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For  inequality  ;  hut  let  your  reafon 

Serve  to  make  truth  appear  where  it  feems  hid, 

Not  hide  the  falfe  feems  true. 

Duke.  Many  not  mad 
Have  fure  more  Jack  of  reafon.    What  would  ypu  fay  ? 

JJab.  I  am  the  filler  of  one  Claudio, 
Condemn'd  upon  the  act  of  fornication, 
To  loft  his  head  ;  condemn'd  by  Angela  : 
I,  in  probation  of  a  fifterhood, 
Was  lent  to  by  my  brother  j  one  Lucio  being 
As  then  the  meffenger,  

Lucio.  That's  I,  an't  like  your  Graces 
I  came  to  her  from  Claudio,  and  defir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune  with  lord  Angelo, 
for  her  poor  brother's  pardon. 

Jfsrb.  That's  he  indetd. 

Duke.  You  were  not  bid  to  fpeak.  [To  Lucio. 

Lucio,  No,  my  good  lord,  nor  wiih'd  to  hold  my  jeace. 

Duke,  I  wilh  you  now  then  j 
Pray  you,  take  note  of  it:  and  when  you  have 
Jk  bufjneJs  for  yourfclf,  pray  heav'n  you  then 
JBe  perfe&. 

Lucio.  I  warrant  your  honour,  Sir. 

Duke*  The  warrant's  for  your  felf  ;  be  fure  take  heed  to't. 

Jjib.  This  gentleman  told  fomething  of  my  tale. 

jLucio.  Right. 

Duke.  It  may  be  right,  but  you  are  in  the  wrong 
To  fp?ak  before  your  time*  Proceed. 

JJab.  1  went 
To  this  pernicious  caitiff  Depwty. 

Duke.  That's  fomewhat  madly  fpoken. 

I  fab.  Pardon  it  : 
The  pnrafe  is  to  the  matter. 

Duke.  Mended  again  :  the  matter  then  \  proceed. 

Jfab.  In  brief  5  (to  fet  the  needJefs  procefs  by. 
How  I  peifuaded,  how  I  pray'd  and  kneePd, 
How  ht  repelPd  me,  and  how  I  reply'o, 
For  this  was  of  much  length)  the  vile  conclusion 
i  now  be^in  with  grief  and  ihame  to  utter, 
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He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chafte  body 
To  his  concupifcent  intemperate  luft, 
Releafe  my  brother  j  after  much  debatemcut, 
My  fifterJy  remorfe  confutes  mine  honour, 
And  I  did  yield  to  him  :  next  morn  betimes, 
His  purpofe  forfeiting,  he  fends  a  warrant 
For  my  poor  brother's"  head. 
Duke,  This  is  moft  likely  ! 
ljabt  Oh  that  it  were  as  like  as  it  is  true  ! 
Duke,  By  heav'n,  fond  wretch,  thou  know'ft  not  what 
thou  fpeak'ft  \ 
Or  elfe  thou  art  fuborn'd  againft  his  honour 
In  hateful  practice.    His  integrity 
Stands  without  biemifh  ;  it  imports  no  reafon, 
That  with  fuch  vehemence  he  mould  purfuc 
Faults  proper  to  himfelf:  if  he  had  fo 
Offended,  he  would  have  weigh'd  thy  brother  by 
Himfelf,  and  not  have  cut  him  off.    Some  one 
Hath  fet  you  on,  confefs  the  truth,  and  fay 
By  whofe  advice  thou  cam' ft  here  to  complain, 

Ifab.  And  is  this  all  ? 
Then  oh  you  bleflld  minifters  above, 
Keep  me  in  patience  j  and  with  ripen'd  time, 
Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  wrapt  up 
Jn  countenance !  Heav'n  mield  your  Grace  from  woey 
As  I  thus  wrong'd,  hence  unbelieved  go  ! 

Duke.  I  know  you'd  fain  be  gone.    An  officer  5 
To  prifcn  with  her.    Shall  we  thus  permit 
A  blafting  and  a  fcandalous  breath  to  fall 
On  him  fo  near  us  ?  this  muft  be  a  practice. 
Who  knew  of  our  intent,  and  coming  hither  ? 

JjaS,  One  that  1  would  were  here,  Friar  Lodowick. 
Duke.  A  ghoftly  father  belike:  who  knows  xhztLodoivickf 
Lucio.  My  lord,  I  know  him  5  'tis  a  medling  Friar  j 
I  do  not  like  the  man  ;  had  he  been  Lay,  my  lord, 
For  certain  words  he  fpake  againfl  ycur  Grace 
In  your  retirement,  I  had  fwing'd  him  foundly. 

Duke.  Words  againft  me  ?  this  is  a  good  Friar  belike. 
And  to  fet  on  this  wretched  woman  here 
4gainft  our  Subftitute  !  let  this  Friar  be  found. 
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Lucii.  But  yefternight,  my  lord,  /he  and  that  FrUrp 
I  faw  them  at  the  prifon  ;  a  fawcy  Friar, 
A  very  fcurvy  fellow. 

Peter.  Blefs'd  be  your  Grace  t 
I  have  flood  by>  my  lord,  and  I  have  heard 
Your  royal  ear  abus'd.    Firft  hath  this  woman 
Moft  wrongfully  accus'd  your  Subftitute, 
Who  is  as  free  from  touch  or  foil  with  her, 
As  fhe  from  one  ungot. 

Duke.  We  did  believe 
No  lefs.    Know  you  that  Friar  Lodoivick  ? 

Peter \  I  know  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holyj 
Not  fcurvy,  ner  a  temporary  medler, 
As  he's  reported  by  this  gentleman  ; 
And,  on  my  truft,  a  man  that  never  yet 
Did,  as  he  vouches,  mifreport  your  Grace. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  moft  villainoully  he  did  ;  believe  it, 

Peter.  Well  ;  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear  hixnfelf  J 
But  at  this  inftant  he  is  fick,  my  lord, 
Of  a  ftrange  fever.    On  his  meer  requeft, 
(Being  come  to  knowledge  that  there  was  complaint 
Intended  'gainft  lord  Angela)  came  I  hither 
To  fpeak  as  from  his  mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
Is  true  or  falfe,  and  he  upon  his  oath 
By  all  probation  will  make  up  full  clear, 
Whenever  he's  conven'd.    Firft,  for  this  woman  j 
To  juftifie  this  worthy  nobleman, 
So  vulgarly  and  perfonally  accus'd, 
Her  mall  you  hear  difproved  to  her  eyes, 
•Till  (he  her  felf  confefs  it. 

Duke.  Good  Friar,  let's  hear  it. 
Do  you  not  fmile  at  this,  lord  Angela  f 
O  heav'n  !  the  vanity  of  wretched  fools!  - 
Give  U6  fome  feats  j  come,  coufin  Angelo, 
In  this  I  will  be  partial :  be  you  judge 
Of  your  own  caufe.    Is  this  the  witnefs,  Friar  ? 

[Ifabelja  ir  carried  cfft  guarded* 
SCENE  III.    Enter  Mariana  wiPd* 
Firft  let  her  ftiew  her  face,  and  after  fpeak. 

Mart,  Pardon,  my  lord,  1  will  not  fhcw  my  face 

Until 
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Ujiti.1  my  hufband  bid  me. 

Duke.  What,  are  you  marry'd  ? 
R.  ari,  No,  my  lord. 
Duke.  Are  you  a  maid  ? 
Mart.  No,  my  lord. 
Duh.  A  widow  then  ? 
Mart.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Why,  are  you  nothing  then  ?  nei  ther  maid,  wi- 
dow, nor  wife  > 

Lucio.  My  lord,  me  may  be  a  punk  ;  for  many  0/  them 
are  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife. 

Duke.  Silence  that  fellow  :  I  would  he  had  fome  caufe 
to  prattle  for  himfelf. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Mart.  My  lord,  I  doconfefs  I  ne'er  was  marry'd, 
And  I  confefs  befides,  I  am  no  maid  5  **' 
I've  known  my  hufband,  yet  my  hufband  knows  not 
That  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio.  He  was  drunk  then,  my  lord  5  it  can  be  no  better. 

Duke.  For  the  benefit  of  filence,would  thou  wert  fo  too* 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Duke.  This  is  no  witnefs  for  lord  Angelo, 

Mart.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  lord. 
She  that  accufes  him  of  fornication, 
Jn  felf-fame  manner  doth  accufe  my  hufband, 
And  charges  him,  my  lord,  with  fuch  a  time, 
When  I'll  depofe  I  had  him  in  mine  arms. 
With  ail  th1  effcft  of  love. 

Ang.  Charges  me  more 
Than  me  ? 

Man.  Not  that  I  know. 

Duke.  You  fay  your  hufband.  fTo  Mariana, 

Mart.  Why,  juft,  my  lord,  and  that  is  Angelo, 
Who  thinks  he  knows  that  he  ne'er  knew  my  body  j 
But  knows,  he  thinks,  that  he  knew  IfabeVs. 

Ang.  This  is  a  ftrange  abufe ;  let's  fee  thy  face. 

Muri.  My  hufband  bids  me  5  now  I  will  unmafk. 
This  is  that  face ,  thou  cruel  Angela,  [Unveiling, 
Which  once  thou  fwor'ft  was  worth  the  looking  on  : 
This  is  the  hand  which,  with  a  vow'd  contract, 
*  1  Was 


Was  faft  belock'd  in  thine  :  this  is  the  body 
That  took  away  the  match  from  Ifabel, 
And  did  fupply  thee  at  thy  garden -houfe 
In  her  imagined  pcrfon. 

Duke.  Know  you  this  woman  ? 

Lucio.  Carnally,  Ihe  fays, 

Duke.  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Lucio.  Enough. 

ring.  My  lord,  I  mult  cohfefs  I  know  this  woman  ; 
And  five  years  fince  there  was  fome  fpeech  of  marriage 
Betwixt  my  felf  and  her ;  which  \va>  broke  off, 
Partly  for  that  her  promifed  proportions 
Came  fhort  of  compofition  j  but  in  chief, 
For  that  her  reputation  was  dil-valuM 
In  levity  ;  fince  which  time,  of  five  years 
I  never  fpalce  with,  faw,  or  heard  from  her, 
Upon  my  faith  and  honour, 

Man.  Noble  Prince, 
As  there  comes  light  from  heav'n,  and  words  from  breathj 
As  there  is  fenfe  in  truth,  and  truth  in  virtue, 
I  am  afrlanc'd  this  man's  wife,  as  ftrongly 
As  words  could  make  up  vows  :  and,  my  good  lord, 
But  Tuefday  night  laft  gone,  in's  garden-houfe 
He  knew  me  as  a  wife  $  as  this  is  true, 
Let  me  in  fafety  raife  me  from  my  knees  j 
Or  elfc  for  ever  be  confixed  here 
A  marble  monument* 

Ang.  I  did  but  fmile  'till  now, 
Now,  good  my  lord,  give  me  the  fcope  of  juftice  \ 
My  patience  here  is  touch'd  5  I  do  perceive 
Thefe  poor  informing  women  arc  no  more 
But  instruments  of  fome  more  mighty  member 
That  fets  them  on.    Let  me  have  way,  my  lord, 
To  find  this  practice  out. 

Duke.  Ay,  with  my  heart $ 
And  punifli  them  unto  your  height  of  pleafure* 
Thou  foolifti  Friar,  and  thou  pernicious  woman, 
Compact  with  her  that's  gone  5  think'ft  thou  thy  oaths, 
Tho*  they  would  fwear  down  each  particular  Saint, 
Were  teftimonics  'gainft  his  worth  and  credit, 

That's 
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That's  feal'd  in  approbation  ?  You,  lord  Efcalus, 
Sit  with  my  coufin  5  lend  him  your  kind  pains 
To  fin4  ouc  this  abufe,  whence  "'tis  derived. 
There  is  another  Friar  that  let  them  on  5 
Let  him  be  fent  for, 

Peter,  Would  he  were  here,  my  lord  ;  for  he  indeed 
Hath  fet  the  woman  on  to  this  complaint  : 
Your  Provojl  knows  the  place  where  he  abides  ; 
And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Duke.  Do  it  inftantly. 
And  you,  my  noble  and  my  well- warranted  coufin, 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth, 
Do  with  your  injuries  as  feems  you  beft 
In  any  chaftifement :  I  for  a  while 
Will  leave  you  5  but  ftir  not  you,  'till  you  have 
Determin'd  well  upon  thefe  flanderers.  [£#/V# 
SCENE  IV. 

Efcal.  My  lord,  we'll  do  it  throughly.  Signior  Lucio, 
did  not  you  fay  you  knew  that  Friar  Lodowick  to  be  a  dif- 
honeft  perfon  ? 

Lucio.  Cucullui  nonfacit  mona  churn  5  honeft  in  nothing 
but  in  his  cloaths,  and  one  that  hath  fpoke moft  villainous 
fpeeches  of  the  Duke. 

Efcal.  We  mall  intreat  you  to  abide  here  till  be  come, 
and  inforce  them  againft  him  5  we  ihall  find  this  Friar  a 
notable  fellow. 

Lucio.  As  any  in  Vienna,  on  my  word. 

Efcal  Call  that  fame  Ifabel  here  once  again :  I  would 
fpeak  with  her  t  pray  you,  my  lord,  give  me  leave  to 
queftion  j  you  mall  fee  how  I'll  handle  her. 

Lucio.  Not  better  than  he  by  her  own  report. 

Efcal.  Say  you  ? 

Lucio.  Marry,  Sir,  I  think  if  you  handled  her  privately 
me  mould  fooner  confefsj  perchance  publickly  me'd  be 
aiham'd. 

Enter  Duke  in  the  Friar* s  habit,  and  Provoft  ;  Isabella 

is  brought  in, 
Efcal*  I  will  go  darkly  to  work  with  her. 
Lyio.  That^j  the  way  $  for  women  are  light  atmidnight. 
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Ejcal.  Come  on,  miftrefs :  here's  a  gentlewoman  denies 
all  that  you  have  faid. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  here  comes  the  rafcal  I  fpoke  of,  here 
with  the  Provofi. 

Efcal.  In  very  good  time  :  fpeak  not  you  to  him  'till  w« 
call  upon  you. 

Lucio.  Mum. 

Efcal.  Come,  Sir,  did  you  fet  thefe  women  on  to  llander 
lord  Angela  f  they  have  confefs'd  you  did. 
Duke.  'Tisfalfe. 

Eft al.  How  ?  know  ycu  where  you  are  ? 

Duke.  Refpecl:  to  your  great  place  !  and  let  the  devil 
Be  fometime  honour'd  for  his  burning  throne. 
"Where  is  the  Duke  ?  'tis  he  mould  hear  me  fpeak. 

Efcal.  The  Duke's  in  us  5  and  we  will  hear  you  fpeak  : 
Look  you  fpeak  juftly. 

Duke.  Boldly,  at  lead  I'll  fpeak.    But  oh,  poor  fouls, 
Come  you  to  feek  the  lamb  here  of  the  fox  ? 
Gcod-night  to  your  redrefs :  is  the  Duke  gone  > 
Then  is  yourcaufe  gone  too.    The  Duke's  unjuft, 
Thus  _to  retort  your  manifeft  appeal, 
And  put  your  tryal  in  the  villain's  mouth 
Which  here  you  come  to  accufe. 

Lucio.  This  is  the  rafcal  ;  this  is  he  I  fpoke  of. 

Efcal.  Why  thou  unrev'rend  and  unhallow'd  Friar , 
Is  t  not  enough  thou  haft  fuborn'd  thefe  women 
T'accufe  this  worthy  man,  but  in  foul  mouth, 
And  in  the  witnefs  of  his  proper  ear, 
To  call  him  villain  ;  and  then  glance  from  him 
To  th'  Duke  himfelf,  to  tax  him  with  injuftice  > 
Take  him  hence  ;  to  the  rack  with  him  :  we'll  touze  you 
(Ev'n  joint  by  joint)  but  we  will  know  this  purpofe  ; 
What)  He  unjuft  ? 

Duke.  Be  not  fo  hot ;  the  Duke 
Dare  no  more  ftretch  this  finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own  :  his  fubjec"t  am  I  not, 
Nor  here  provincial ;  my  bufmefs  in  this  flate 
Made  me  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna  5 
"Where  I  have  feen  corruption  boil  and  bubble, 
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'Till  it  o'er-run  the  ftew  :  laws  for  all  faults,  ,  * 

But  faults  fo  countenanced,  that  the  ftrong  ftatutcs 
Stand  like  the  forfeits  in  a  barber's  mop,  * 
As  much  in  mock  as  mark. 

Ejcal.  Slander  to  th'  ftate  !  away  with  him  to  prifon. 

Ang.  What  can  you  vouch  againft  him,  fignior  Lucio  P 
Is  this  the  man  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Lucio.  'Tishe,  my  lord.    Come  hither,  goodman  bald- 
pate  :  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Duke.  I  remember  you,  Sir,  by  the  found  of  your  voice  : 
I  met  you  at  the  prifon  in  the  abfence  of  the  Duke. 

Lucio.  Oh,  did  you  fo  ?  and  do  you  remember  what 
you  faid  of  the  Duke  ? 

Duke.  Moft  notedly,  Sir. 

Lucio.  Do  you  fo,  Sir,  and  was  the  Duke  a  flem-mon- 
ger,  a  fool,  and  a  coward,  as  you  then  reported  him  to  be  ? 

Duke.  You  muft,  Sir,  change  perfons  with  me  ere  you 
make  that  my  report  ?  you  indeed  fpoke  fo  of  him,  and 
much  more,  much  worfe. 

Lucio.  Oh  thou  damnable  fellow !  did  not  I  pluck  thee 
by  the  nole  for  thy  fpeeches ! 

Duke.  I  proteft,  1  love  the  Duke  as  I  love  myfelf. 
Ang.  Hark  how  the  villain  would  clofe  now  after  his 
treafonable  abufes. 

Ejcal.  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talk'd  withal :  away 
with  him  to  prifon  :  where  is  thzProvoft?  away  with  him 
to  prifon  5  lay  bolts  enough  upon  him  5  let  him  fpeak  no 
more  :  away  with  thofe  giglets  too,  and  with  the  other 
confederate  companion. 

Dulc.  Stay,  Sir,  ftay  a  while. 
Aug.  What!  reiifts  he  ?  help  him,  Lucio. 
Lucio.  Come,  Sir,  come,  Sir,  come,  Sir    foh,  Sir  ; 
why,  you  bald-pated  lying  rafcal  5  you  muft  be  hooded, 

*  It  is  acuftom  in  the  {hops  of  al!  mec'h  a  nicies  to  make  it  a  for"* 
feiture  for  any  ft  an-^cr  to  ule  or  takeupthc  tools  of  their  trade; 
1  n  a  Barber's  fliop  efpecially,  w  hen  heretofore  Barbers  practised  the 
under  parts  of  Surgery,  their  inlrrumcnts  being  of  a  nice  kind  and 
their  {hops  generally  full  of  idle  people,  there  was  hung  up  a  t^bl« 
{hewing  what  particular  forfeiture  was  required  lor  meddling  with 
each  inftrumenc. 
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muft  you  ?  mow  your  knave's  vifage,  with  a  pox  to  you  ; 
mow  your  fheep-biting  face,  and  be  hang'd  >  an  hour  ? 
Avill't  not  off? 

[Pulls  off  the  Friar'j  hood,  and  di  [covers  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Thou  art  the  firft  knave  that  e'er  mad'ft  a  Duke. 
Firft,  Provoft,  let  me  bail  thefe  gentle  three. 
Sneak  not  away,  Sir  5  for  the  Friar  and  you      {To  Lucio. 
Muft  have  a  word  anon  :  lay  hold  on  him. 

Lucio.  This  may  prove  worfe  than  hanging. 

Duke.  What  you  have  fpoke,  I  pardon  :  fit  you  down: 

[To  Efcalus. 

We'll  borrow  place  of  him.  Sir,  by  your  leave  :  [To  Ang. 
Haft  thou  or  word,  or  wit,  or  impudence, 
That  yet  can  do  thee  office  ?  if  thou  haft, 
Rely  upon  it  'till  my  tale  be  heard, 
And  hold  no  longer  out. 

Aug.  Oh  my  dread  lord, 
I  mould  be  guiltier  than  my  guiltincfs, 
To  think  I  can  be  undifcernablc, 
When  I  perceive  your  Grace,  like  pow'r  divine, 
Hath  look'd  upon  my  paries  :  then,  good  Prince, 
No  longer  fefTion  hold  upon  my  fhame  5 
But  let  my  tryal  be  mine  own  cenfeftien  : 
Immediate  fentence  then,  and  fequent  death, 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke .  Come  hither,  Mariana  :  fay  j  waft  thou 
Contracted  to  this  woman  ? 

Ang,  I  was,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  her  inftantly. 
Do  you  the  office,  Friar  ;  which  confummate, 
Return  him  here  again:  go  with  him,  Provojt. 

[Exeunt  Angelo,  Mariana,  Peter,  tfWProvoft. 
SCENE  V. 
Efial  My  lord,  I  am  more  amaz'd  at  his  difhonour, 
Than  at  the  ftrangenefs  of  it. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Ifabel ; 
Your  Friar  is  now  your  Prince :  as  I  was  then 
Advertifing,  all  holy,  to  your  bufinefs, 
Met  changing  heart  with  habit,  I  am  ftill 
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Attornied  at  your  fcrvice. 

Vjub.  Oh,  give  me  pardon, 
That  I,  your  vaiTal,  have  employ  *d  and  painM 
Your  unknown  Sovereignty. 

Duke.  You  are  pardon1  d,  Ifabel : 
And  now,  dear  maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us. 
Your  brother's  death,  I  know,  fits  at  your  heart  : 
And  you  may  marvel  why  I  obfcur'd  my  felf, 
Labouring  to  fave  his  life  ;  and  would  not  rather 
Make  ram  remonftrance  of  my  hidden  power, 
Than  let  him  be  fo  loft :  O  moft  kind  maid, 
It  was  the  fwift  celerity  of  his  death, 
(Which  I  did  think  with  flower  foot  came  on)  . 
That  brain1  d  my  purpofe  :  but  now  peace  be  with  him  \ 
That  life  is  better  life,  paft  fearing  death, 
Than  that  which  lives  to  fear :  make  it  your  comfort, 
So  happy  is  your  brother. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Angelo,  Mariana,  Peter,  and  Provoft. 

Ifab.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Duke,  For  this  new-marryM  man,  approaching  here, 
Whofe  fait  imagination  yet  hath  wrong1  d 
Your  well- defended  honour  ;  you  muft  pardon  him 
For  Mariana' %  fake. :  but  as  a  judge, 
Being  doubly  criminal,  in  violation 
Of  facred  chaftity,  and  in  promife-breach, 
Thereon  dependant  for  your  brother's  life, 
The  very  mercy  of  the  law  cries  out 
Moft  audible,  even  from  his  proper  tongue, 
An  Angelo  for  Claudia  5  death  for  death. 
Hafte  ftill  pays  hafte,  and  leifure  anfwers  leifure  ; 
Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Meafure  ftill  for  Meafure, 
Then,  Angelo,  thy  faults  are  manifeft  ; 
Which,  tho'  thou  would'ftdeny  'em,  deny  thee  vantage. 
We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  block 
Where  Claudio  ftoop'd  to  death  j  and  with  like  hafte, 
Away  with  him. 

Mart,  Oh  my  mod  gracious  lord, 
I  hope  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  huiband. 
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Duke.  It  is  your  hulband  mock'd  you  with  a  hufband, 
Confenting  to  the  fafeguard  of  your  honour, 
I  thought  your  marriage  fit $  elfe  imputation, 
For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  lite, 
And  choak  your  good  to  come  :  for  his  pofiefiions, 
Altho*  by  confifcation  they  are  ours, 
We  doenftate  and  widow  you  withal, 
To  buy  you  a  better  hulband. 

Mari.  Oh  my  dear  lord, 
I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

Duke.  Never  crave  him  5  we  are  definitive, 

Mari,  Gentle  my  liege,  

Duke.  You  do  but  lofe  your  labour  : 
Away  with  him  to  death.    New,  Sir,  to  you. 

Mari,  Oh  my  good  lord  !  Sweet  Ifabel,  take  my  part  j 
Lend  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come 
1*11  lend  you,  all  my  life  to  do  you  fcrvice. 

Duke,  Againft  all  fenfe  you  do  importune  her  5 
Should  fhe  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  fact, 
Her  brother's  ghoft  his  paved  bed  would  break, 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 

Mari.  Ifabel, 
Sweet  Ifabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me, 
Hold  up  your  hands,  fay  nothing  5  I'll  fpeak  all. 
They  fay  belt  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults ; 
And  for  themoft,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad :  fo  may  my  hufband. 
Oh  Ifabel !  will  you  not  lend  a  knee  ? 

Duke,  He  dies  for  Claudio^s  death.. 

Ifab.  Moll  bounteous  Sir,  [Kneeling* 
Look,  if  it  pleafe  you,  on  this  man  condemn'd, 
As  if  my  brother  liv'd  :  I  partly  think 
A  due  fincerity  governed  his  deeds, 
'Till  he  did  look  on  me  :  fincc  it  is  fo, 
Let  him  not  die.    My  brother  had  but  juftice, 
In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  dy'd. 
For  Angelo,  his  a£l  did  not  o'ertake 
His  bad  intent,  and  mull  bebury'd  but 
As  an  intent  that  perifh'd  by  the  way  : 

Thoughts 
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Thoughts  are  no  fubjects  j  intents  meerly  thoughts. 
Mart.  Meerly,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Your  fuit's  unprofitable  ;  ftand  up,  I  fay : 
1  have  bethought  me  of  another  fault. 
Provoft,  how  came  it  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  unufual  hour  ? 

Prev,  'Twas  fo  commanded. 

Duke.  Had  you  a  fpecial  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Pro<v.  No,  my  good  lord,  it  was  by  private  menage* 

Duke.  For  which  I  do  difcharge  you  of  your  office ; 
Give  up  your  keys. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  noble  lord. 
I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not ; 
Yet  did  repent  me,  after  more  advice  : 
For  teftimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prifon, 
That  mould  by  private  order  elfe  have  dy'd, 
1  have  referv'd  alive. 

Duke.  And  what  is  he  ? 

Prov.  His  name  is  Barnardine. 

Duke.  I  would  thou  had' ft  done  foby  Claudio  : 
Co  fetch  him  hither  j  let  me  look  upon  him.  [Exit  Prov, 

Efcal.  I'm  forry  one  fo  learned  and  fo  wife, 
As  you,  lord  Angelo,  have  ftill  appeared, 
Should  flip  fo  groily  both  in  heat  of  blood, 
And  lack  of  temper'd  judgment  afterward. 

Aug..  I'm  ferry  that  fuch  forrow  I  procure  ; 
And  fo  deep  flicks  it  in  my  penitent  heart, 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy  : 
*Tis  my  deferving,  and  I  do  intreat  it. 

SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Provoft,  Barnardine,  Claudio,  and  Juliet ta. 

Duke.  Which  is  that  Barnardine? 

ProVi  This,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  There  was  a  Friar  told  me  of  this  man  : 
Sirrah,  thou'rt  faid  to  have  a  ftubborn  foul 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  this  world, 
And  lquar'ft  thy  life  accordingly  :  thou'rt  condemn' d. 
But  for  thofe  earthly  faults,  I  quit  them  all : 
I  pray  thee,  take  this  mercy  to  provide 
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For  better  times  to  come  :  Friar,  advife  him  ; 
I  leave  him  to  you.    What  muffled  fellow's, that  ? 

Pro<v.  This  is  another  prifoner  that  I  fav'd, 
"Who  mould  have  dy'd  when  Claudto  loft  his  head, 
As  like  almoft  to  C /audio  as  himfelf.  [Unco-ven  him. 

Duke.  If  he  be  like  your  brother,  for  his  fake    [To  lias. 
He's  pardon' d  ;  and  for  your  lovely  fake, 
Give  me  your  hand,  fay  you'll  be  mine,  and  he's 
My  brother  too  5  but  fitter  time  for  that. 
By  this  lord  Angdo  perceives  he's  fafe, 
Methinks  I  fee  a  quickning  in  his  eye. 
Well,  dngeloy  your  evil  quits  you  well  j 
Look  that  you  love  your  wife;  her  woi  th  works  yours. 
I  find  an  apt  rcmiflion  in  my  fell, 
And  yet  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon. 
You,  fin  ah,  that  knew  me  for  a  fool,  a  coward,  [7  c  . 
One  all  of  luxury,  anafs,  a  mad-  man  ; 
Wherein  have  I  deferved  fo  of  you, 
That  you  extol  me  thus  ? 

Lucio.  'Faith,  my  lord,  I  fpoke  it  but  according  to  the 
trick  5  if  you  will  hang  me  for  it  you  may,  but  I  had  ra- 
ther it  would  pleafe  you  I  might  be  whipt. 

Duke.  Whipt  firft,  Sir,  and  hang'd  after. 
Proclaim  it,  Provoft,  round  about  the  city  j 
If  any  woman's  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  fellow, 
(As  I  have  heard  him  fwear  himfelf  there's  one 
Whom  he  begot  with  child;  let  her  appear, 
And  he  mail  marry  her  j  the  nuptial  finim'd, 
Let  him  be  whipt  and  hang'd. 

Lucio.  I  beieech  your  r-Jighnefs,  do  not  marry  me  to  a 
whore  :  your  Highnefs  faid  evennov/,  I  made  you  a  Duke  ; 
good  my  lord,  do  not  recompence  me  in  making  me  a 
cuckold. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour,  thou  malt  marry  her : 
Thy  flanders  I  forgive,  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  forfeits  ;  take  him  to  prifon  : 
And  fee  our  pleafure  herein  execute. 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  punk,  my  lord,  is  prefling  to  death, 
whipping  and  hanging, 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Slandering  a  Prince  deferves  it. 
Her,  C /audio,  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  reftore. 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana  !  love  her,  Angelo  : 
I  have  confefs'd  her,  and  I  know  her  virtue. 
Thanks,  good  friend  Efcalus,  for  thy  much  goodnefs  • 
There's  more  behind  that  is  more  gratulate. 
Thanks,  Provoft,  for  thy  care  and  fecrefie  J 
We  mall  employ  thee  in  a  worthier  place  : 
Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 
The  head  of  Ragozine  for  Claudio^s  ; 
Th'  offence  pardons  it  felf.    Dear  Ifabel, 
I  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good, 
Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  ear  incline : 
What's  mine  is  yours,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine: 
So  bring  us  to  our  palace,  where  we'll  mow 
What's  yet  behind  that's  meet  you  all  mould  know. 

[Exeunt. 
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S  A  L  I  NUS,  Duke  of  Ephefus. 
/Eg  eon,  a  Merchant  of  Syracufe. 

r  i  r  1  Tivin  Brothers,  and  Sens  to 
An tipholis  of  Ephefus,  I  M  WiEmilia  lut 
Antipholis  of  Syracufe,  £  tQ  ^  ^ 

Dr  o  m  i  o  of  Ephefus,  7  Tivin  Brothers,  and  Slaves  to  the 

Drom  1%  of  Syracufe,  $     two  Antipholis's. 

Balthazar,  a  Merchant. 

Angelo,  a  Gotdfmith. 

A  Merchant,  Friend  to  Antipholis  of  Ephefus. 

Dr.  Pinch,  a  Schoolmafter,  and  a  Conjurer, 

Emilia,  JVife  to  JEgeon,  an  Abbefs  at  Ephefus, 
Adrian  a,  Wife  to  Antipholis  cf  Ephefus. 
I*tt  c  i  a  N  A ,  Sifter  to  Adriana. 
Lu  c  t,  Servant  to  Adriana. 

Jailor,  Officers,  and  other  Attendants, 

SCENE  Ephefus. 

*!ht  Plot  taken  from  the  Menaecfemi  of  Plautus. 
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ACT   I.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  Duke  c/'Ephefus,  /Egeon,  Jailor,  and  other- 
Attendants. 

JEgeon.  *yr*\ ROCEED,  Salinus,  to  procure  my  fall, 
g     S  And  by  the  doom  of  death  end  woes  and  all. 
kT**^     Duke.  Merchant  of  Syracufa,  plead  iiq 
more ; 

I  am  not  partial  to  infringe  our  laws  ; 
The  enmity  and  difcord  which  of  late 
Sprung  from  the  rancorous  outrage  of  your  Duke, 
To  merchants,  or  well-dealing  countrymen, 
(Who  wanting  gilders  to  redeem  their  lives, 
Have  feal'd  his  rigorous  ftatutes  with  their  bloods) 
Excludes  all  pity  from  our  threatning  looks. 
For,  fince  the  mortal  and  inteftine  jars 
'Twixt  thy  feditious  countrymen  and  us, 
It  hath  in  folemn  fynods  been  decreed, 
Both  by  the  Syracufans  and  our  felvcs, 
T' admit  no  traffick  to  our  adverfe  towns. 
Nay,  more  j  if  any  born  at  Epbcfus 
Be  fcenat  Syracufan  marts  and  fairs, 
Again,  if  any  Syracufan  born 
Come  to  the  bay  of  Epbvfus,  he  dies ; 
His  goods  confifcate  to  the  Duke's  difpofe, 
Unlefs  a  thoufand  marks  be  levied 
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To  quit  the  penalty,  and  ranfom  him. 
Thy  fubftance,  valu'd  at  the  higher*  rate, 
Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  marks  5 
Therefore  by  law  thou  art  condemn'd  to  die. 

jEgeon.  Yet  'tis  my  comfort,  when  your  words  are  done, 
My  woes  end  likewife  with  the  evening  fun. 

Duke.  Well,  Syracufan,  fay  in  brief  the  caufe, 
Why  thou  departed'*!:  from  thy  native  home  5 
And  for  what  caufe  thou  cam' ft  to  Ephefus. 

JEgeon.  A  heavier  tafk  could  not  have  been  impos'd, 
Than  I  to  fpeak  my  grief  unfpeakable  : 
Yet  that  the  world  may  witnefs  that  my  end 
Was  wrought  by  nature  *,  not  by  vile  offence, 
I'll  utter  what  my  forrow  gives  me  leave. 
In  Syracufa  was  I  born,  and  wed 
Unto  a  woman,  happy  but  for  me, 
And  by  me  too,  had  not  our  hap  been  bad  : 
With  her  I  liv'd  in  joy,  our  wealth  increas'd 
By  profperous  voyages  I  often  made 
To  Epi damnum,  'till  my  factor's  death  ; 
And  he  great  ftore  of  goods  at  random  leaving, 
Drew  me  from  kind  embracements  of  my  fpoufe  ; 
From  whom  my  abfence  was  not  fix  months  old, 
Before  herfelf  (almoft  at  fainting  under 
The  pleafing  punifhment  that  women  bear) 
Had  made  provifion  for  her  following  me, 
And  foon  and  fafe  arrived  where  I  was. 
There  me  had  not  been  long,  but  me  became 
A  joyful  mother  of  two  goodly  fons  j 
And,  which  was  ftrange,  the  one  fo  like  the  other, 
As  could  not  be  diftinguifh'd  but  by  names. 
That  very  hour,  and  in  the  felf-fame  inn, 
A  poor  mean  woman  was  delivered 
Ofiucha  burthen,  male-twins  bothalike  : 
Thole  (for  their  parents  were  exceeding  poor) 
\I  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  fons. 
My  wife,  not  meanly  proud  of  two  fuch  boys, 
Made  daily  motions  for  our  home  return  : 
Unwilling  I  agreed  j  alas,  too  foon  ! 

*  That  is.,  by  a  natural  event,  by  thewurfeof  providence. 

We 
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We  came  aboard. 

A  league  from  Epidamnum  had  we  faiFd, 
Before  the  always-wind-obeying  de^p 
Gave  any  tragick  inftance  of  our  harm  ; 
But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  hope  : 
For  what  obfcured  light  the  heav'ns  did  grant, 
Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  minds 
A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  death  ; 
"Which  tho*  my  felf  would  gladly  have  embraced, 
Yet  the  inceflant  weeping  of  my  wife, 
Weeping  before  for  what  fhe  faw  muft  come, 
And  piteous  plainings  of  the  pretty  babes 
That  mourn1  d  for  fa/hion,  ignorant  what  to  fear, 
Forc'd  me  to  feek  delays  for  them  and  me  : 
And  this  it  was  ;  (for  other  means  were  none.) 
The  faiJors  fought  for  fafety  by  our  boat, 
And  left  the  /hip  then  finking-ripe  to  us ; 
My  wife,  more  careful  for  the  elder  born, 
Had  fatten' d  him  unto  a  fmail  fpare  mail, 
Such  as  fea-faring  men  provide  for  dorms  j 
To  him  one  of  the  other  twins  was  bound, 
Whiift  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other. 
The  children  thus  difpos'd,  my  wife  and  I, 
Fixing  our  eyes  on  whom  our  care  was  fixt, 
Faften'd  our  felves  at  th'  end  of  either  maft, 
And  floating  ltxaight,  obedient  to  the  ftream, 
Were  carry 'd  towards  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 
At  length  the  fun  gazing  upon  the  earth 
Difperft  thofe  vapours  that  offended  us  ; 
And  by  the  benefit  of  his  winYd  light 
The  feas  wax'd  calm,  and  we  discovered 
Two  fhips  from  far  making  amain  to  us, 
Of  Corinth  that,  of  Epidaurui  this  ; 
But  ere  they  came-      -  oh,  let  me  fay  no  more  j 
Gather  the  fequel  by  what  went  before. 

Duke.  Nay,  forward,  old  man,  do  not  break  offfo 
For  we  may  pity,  tho'  not  pardon  thee. 

AZgeon.  Oh,  had  the  Gods  done  fo,  I  had  not  now 
Worthily  term'd  them  mercilefs  to  us  ; 
For  ere  the  fhips  could  meet  by  twice  five  leagues, 
Vol.  II.  H 
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We  were  encountred  by  a  mighty  rock  5 

Which  being  violently  born  upon, 

Our  helplefs  fhip  was  fplitted  in  the  midft  : 

So  that  in  this  unjuil  divorce  of  us 

Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike 

What  to  delight  in,  what  to  forrow  for. 

Her  parr,  poor  foul  !  feeming  as  burdened 

With  leiTer  weight,  but  not  with  lefler  wo, 

Was  carry'd  with  more  fpeed  before  the  wind, 

And  in  our  fight  they  three  were  taken  up 

By  finV.rmen  or'  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 

At  length  the  other  mip  had  feiz'd  on  us ; 

And  knowing  whom  it  was  their  hap  to  fave, 
Gave  helpful  welcome  to  their  fhipwreck'd  guefls, 
And  would  have  'reft  the  fifhers  of  their  prey, 
Had  not  their  bark  been  very  flow  of  fail  ; 
And  therefore  homeward  did  they  bend  their  courfe. 
Thus  have  you  heard  me  fever'd  from  my  blifs, 
Thus  by  misfortunes  was  my  life  prolong'cV, 
To  tell  fad  ilories  of  my  own  miihaps. 

Duke.  And  for  the  fakes  of  them  thou  forrow'fl  for. 
Do  me  the  favour  to  dilate  at  full 
What  hath  befall' n  of  them  and  thee' till  now. 

JEgcon.  My  youngeft  boy,  and  yet  my  cldeft  care, 
At  eighteen  years  became  inquifitive 
After  his  brother,  and  importun'd  me, 
That  his  attendant,  (for  his  cafe  was  like, 
'Reft  of  his  brother,  butretain'd  his  name,) 
Might  bear  him  company  in  queft  of  him  : 
Whom  vvhiifl  I  labour'd  of  a  love  to  fee, 
I  hazarded  the  lofs  of  whom  I  lov'd. 
Five  fummers  have  I  fpent  in  far  theft  Greece, 
Roaming  clean  through  the  bounds  of  Afia, 
And  coafting  homeward,  came  to  Ephefus  ? 
Hopelefs  to  find,  yet  loth  to  leave  untbught 
Or  that,  or  any  place  that  harbours  men. 
But  here  mull  end  the  ftory  of  my  life  5 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  death, 
Could  all  my  travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Duke.  Haplefs  Mgeon,  whom  the  fates  have  markt 
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To  bear  th*  extremity  of  dire  mi/hap  ; 
Now  truft  me,  were  it  not  againft  our  laws, 
"Which  Princes,  would  they,  may  not  difannul, 
Againft  my  crown,  my  oath,  my  dignity, 
My  foul  fhould  fue  as  advocate  for  thee. 
But  tho'  thou  art  adjudged  to  the  death, 
And  pafTed  fentence  may  not  be  recalled, 
But  to  our  honour's  great  difparagement, 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  what  I  can  j 
I  therefore,  merchant,  limit  thee  this  day 
To  feek  thy  life  by  oeneficial  help  : 
Try  all  the  friends  thou  haft  in  Epbefus, 
Beg  thou,  or  borrow  to  make  up  the  fum, 
And  live  ;  if  not,  then  thou  art  doom'd  to  die  : 
Jailor,  now  take  him  to  thy  cuftody. 
Jail.  I  will,  my  lord. 

JEgeon*  Hopelefs  and  helplefs  doth  JEgeon  wend, 
But  to  procraftinate  his  livelefs  end.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    II.     The  Street. 
Enter  Antipholis  o/'Syracufe,  a  Merchant,  andV>\om\o% 
Mer.  Therefore  give  out,  you  are  of  Epidamnum, 
Left  that  your  goods  too  foon  be  confiscate. 
This  very  day  a  Syracufan  merchant 
Is  apprehended  for  arrival  here  ; 
And  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  life, 
According  to  the  ftatute  of  the  town, 
Dies  ere  the  weary  fun  fet  in  the  weft  : 
There  is  your  mony  that  I  had  to  keep. 

Ant,  Go  bear  it  to  the  Centaur ,  where  we- haft, 
Andftay  there,  Dromio,  'till  I  ccme  to  thee  : 
Within  this  hour  it  will  be  dinner-time, 
'Till  that  I'll  view  the  manners  of  the  town, 
Perufe  the  traders,  gaze  upon  the  buildings, 
And  then  return  and  fleep  within  mine  jnn  ; 
For  with  long  travel  I  am  ftifYand  weary. 
Get  thee  away. 

Dro.  Many  a  man  would  take  you  at  your  word, 
And  go  indeed,  having  fo  good  a  means.        [  Exit  Drom 1 0  • 

Ant.  A  trufty  villain,  Sir,  that  very  oft, 
When  I  am  dull  with  care  and  melancholy, 

H  2  Lightens 
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Lightens  my  humour  with  his  merry  jefts. 
What,  will  you  walk  with  me  about  the  town, 
And  then  go  to  the  inn  and  dine  with  me  ? 

Mer»  I  am  invited,  Sir,  to  certain  merchants, 
Of  whom  I  hope  to  tnake  much  benefit : 
I  crave  your  pardon.    Soon  at  five  a  clock, 
Pleafe  you,  1*11  meet  with  you  upon  the  mart, 
And  afterward  confort  with  you  'till  bed-time: 
My  prcfent  bufinefs  calls  me  from  you  now. 

Ant.  Farcwel  'till  then  ;  I  will  go  lofe  my  felf, 
And  wander  up  and  down  to  view  the  city. 

Mert  Sir,  I  commend  you  to  your  own  content. [ExtMer» 
SCENE  III. 

Ant.  He  that  commends  me  to  my  own  content, 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get. 
I  to  the  world  am  like  a  drop  of  water, 
That  in  the  ocean  feeks  another  drop, 
Who  falling  there  to  find  his  fellow  forth, 
Unfeen,  inquifitive,  confounds  himfelf : 
So  I,  to  find  a  mother  and  a  brother, 
In  queft  of  them,  unhappy,  lofe  my  felf. 

Enter  Dromio  c/*Ephefus. 
Here  comes  the  almanack  of  my  true  date. 
What  now  ?  how  chance  thou  art  returned  f«  foon  ? 

E.  Dro%  Returned  fo  foon  !  rather  approach' d  too  late: 
The  capon  burns,  the  pig  falls  from  the  fpit, 
The  clock  has  ftrucken  twelve  upon  the  bell  j 
My  miftrefs  made  it  one  upon  my  cheek  $ 
She  is  fo  hot  becaufe  the  meat  is  cold  ; 
The  meat  is  cold  becaufe  you  come  not  home  ; 
You  come  not  home  becaufe  you  have  no  ftomach  ; 
You  have  no  ftomach  having  broke  your  faft  : 
But  we  that  know  what  'tis  to  faft  and  pray, 
Are  penitent  for  your  default  to-day. 

Ant.  Stop  in  your  wind,  Sir ;  tell  me  this,  I  pray, 
Where  have  you  left  the  mony  that  I  gave  you  ? 

E.  Dro.  Oh,  fix  pence  that  I  had  a  Wednesday  laft, 
To  pay  the  fadJer  for  my  miftrefs'  crupper  ? 
The  fadler  had  it,  Sir  ;  I  kept  it  not. 

Ant.  I  am  not  in  a  fportive  humour  now  ; 

Tell 
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Tell  me  and  dally  not,  where  is  the  mony  ? 
We  being  ftrangers  here,  how  dar'ft  thou  trufr 
So  great  a  charge  from  thine  own  cuftody  ? 

E,  Dro,  I  pray  you,  jeft,  Sir,  as  you  lit  at  dinner  : 
I  from  my  miftrefs  come  to  you  in  poffy 
If  I  return,  I  Ihall  be  poft  inde?^  ; 
For  me  will  fcore  your  fault  upon  my  pate  : 
Methinks  your  maw,  like  mine,  mould  be  your  clock, 
And  ftrike  you  home  without  a  meffenger. 

Ant,  Come,  Dromio,  come,  thefe  jells  are  out  of  feafon  5 
Refervethcm  'till  a-.mcrrier  hour  than  this  : 
Where  is  the  gold  I  gave  in  charge  to  thee  ? 
*   E,  Dro.  To  me,  Sir  ?  why,  you  gave  no  gold  to  me, 

Ant.  Come  on,  Sir  knave,  have  done  your  fo  jlifhnefs, 
And  tell  me  how  thou  haft  difpos'd  $hy  charge. 

E.  Dro.  My  charge  was  but  to  retch  you  from  the  mart 
Home  to  your  houfe,  the  Phcenix,  Sir,  to  dinner  y 
My  miftrefs  and  her  lifter  ftay  for  yen. 

Ant,  Now  as  I  am  a  chriftian  aniwer  me, 
In  what  fafe  place  you  have  beftow'd  my  mony  j 
Or  I  mall  break  that  merry  fconce  of  yours, 
That  ftands  on  tricks  when  I  am  undifpos'd  : 
Where  are  the  thoufand  marks,  thou  had  ft  of  me  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  have  fome  marks  of  yours  upon  my  pate  J 
Some  of  my  miftrefs'  marks  upon  my  moulders  j 
But  not  a  thoufand  marks  between  you  both. 
If  I  mould  pay  your  worftiip  thofe  again, 
Perchance  you  will  not  bear  them  patiently. 

Ant. Thy  miftrefs'  marks  ?  what  miftrefs,  Have,  haft  thou  ? 

E.  Dro. Your  worfhip's  wife,  my  miftrefs  at  the  Pbssr.i»\ 
She  that  doth  fait  'till  you  come  home  to  dinner  ; 
And  prays  that  you  will  hie  you  home  to  dinner. 

Ant.  What,  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  Unto  my  face, 
Being  forbid  ?  there  take  you  that,  Sir  knave. 

E.Dro.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ?  for  God's  fake  hold  your 
hands  ; 

Kay,  an  you  will  not,  Sir,  I'll  take  my  heels.  [^.Dromio0 

Ant,  Upon  my  life,  by  fome  device  or  other, 
The  Villain  is  o'er-raught  of  all  my  mony. 
They  fay,  this  town  is  full  of  couzenage  j 

H  3  As, 
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As  nimble  juglers,  that  deceive  the  eye  5 

Dark-working  forcerers,  that  change  the  mind ; 

Soul-felling  witches,  that  deform  the  body  ; 

Difguifed  cheaters,  prating  mountebanks, 

And  many  fuch-like  libertines  of  fin : 

If  it  prove  fo,  I  will  be  gone  the  fooner. 

I'll  to  the  Centaur,  to  go  feek  this  flave  5 

I  greatly  fear  my  mony  is  not  fafe.  [Exit, 

ACT    II.    SCENE  I. 
The  Houfe  of  Antiphclis  of  Ephefus. 
Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 
Air,  "X  TEither  my  hufband,  nor  the  flave  return'd, 

xN  That  in  fuch  hafte  I  fent  to  feek  his  mailer ! 
Sure,  Luciana,  it  is  two  a-clock. 

Luc.  Perhaps  fome  merchant  hath  invited  him, 
And  from  the  mart  he's  fomewhere  gone  to  dinner  : 
Good  fitter,  let  us  dine  and  never  fret. 
A  man  is  matter  of  his  liberty  : 
Time  is  their  mafter,  and  when  they  fee  time 
They'll  go  or  come  j  if  fo,  be  patient,  fitter. 

Adr.  Why  ttiould  their  Liberty  than  ours  be  more  ? 

Luc.  Becaufe  their  bufinefs  ftill  lyes  out  a-door. 

Adr.  Look,  when  I  ferve  him  fo,  he  takes  it  ill. 

Luc.  Oh,  know  he  is  the  bridle  of  your  will. 

Adr.  There's  none  but  afTes  will  be  .bridled  fo. 

Luc.  Why,  head-ftrong  liberty  is  lafht  with  wo. 
There's  nothing  fituate  under  heav'n's  eye, 
But  hath  its  bound  in  earth,  in  fea,  and  ttcy  : 
The  beafts,  the  filhes,  and  the  winged  fowls, 
Are  their  male's  fubjects,  and  at  their  controuls  : 
Men  more  divine,  the  matters  of  all  thefe, 
Lords  of  the  wide  world,  and  wide  wat'ry  feas, 
Indu'd  with  intellectual  fenfe  and  foul, 
Of  more  preheminence  than  fifh  and  fowl, 
Are  matters  to  their  females,  and  their  lords : 
Then  let  your  will  attend  on  their  accords. 

Adr.  This  fervitude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 

Luc,  Not  this,,  but  troubles  of  the  marriage -bed. 

Adr. 
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Adr.  But  were  you  wedded,  you  would  bear  fome  fway . 

Luc.  Ere  I  learn  love  I'll  practice  to  obey. 

Adr.  How  if  your  hufband  ftart  fome  other  where  > 

Luc.  'Till  he  come  home  again  I  would  forbear. 

Adr,  Patience  unmov'd,  no  marvel  tho'  me  paufe  ; 
They  can  be  meek  that  have  no  other  caufe  : 
A  wretched  foul,  bruis'd  with  adverfity, 
We  bid  be  quiet  when  we  hear  it  cry  ; 
But  were  we  burden'd  with  like  weight  of  pain, 
As  much,  or  mere  we  mould  our  felves  complain  ; 
So  thou,  that  haft  no  unkind  mate  to  grieve  thee, 
"VVith  urging  helplefs  patience  would' ft  relieve  me  : 
But  if  thou  live  to  be  like  right-bereft, 
This  fool-begg'd  patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 

Luc.  Well,  I  will  marry  one  day  but  to  trjVj 
Here  comes  your  man,  now  is  your  hufband  nigh. 
SCENE    II.     Enter  Dromio  Eph. 

Adr,  Say,  is  your  tardy  mafter  now  at  hand  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he's  at  two  hands  with  me,  and  that  my 
two  ears  can  witnefs. 

Adr.  Say,  didft  thou  fpeak  with  him  ?  know'ft  thou 
his  mind  ? 

E.  Dro.  Ay,  ay,  he  told  his  mind  upon  mine  ear, 
Beftirew  his  hand,  I  fcaice  could  underftand  it. 

Luc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  thou  could' ft  not  feel  his 
meaning  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he  ftruck  fo  plainly,  I  could  too  well  feel 
his  blows  j  and  withal  fo  doubtfully,  that  1  could  fcarce 
underftand  them. 

Adr.  But  fay,  I  pr'ythee,  is  he  coming  home? 
It  feems  he  hath  great  care  to  pleafe  his  wife. 

E.  Dro.  Why,  miftrefs,  fure  my  mafter  is  horn-mad. 

Adr.  Horn-mad,  thou  villain  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  mean  not  cuckold- mad  5  but  fure  ftark  mad  : 
When  I  defir'd  him  to  come  home  to  dinner, 
He  aik'd  me  for  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold  : 
'Tis  dinner-time,  quoth  I ;  my  gold,  quoth  he  ! 
Your  meat  doth  burn,  quoth  I  5  my  gold,  quoth  he  : 
Will  you  come  home,  quoth  I  ?  my  gold,  quoth  he  : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  marks  I  gave  thee,  villain  ? 
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The  pig,  quoth  I,  is  burn'd  ;  my  gold,  quoth  he. 
My  miftrefs,  Sir,  quoth  1 5  hang  up  thy  miftrefs  5 
Thy  miftrefs  I  know  not  5  out  on  thy  miftrefs  : 

Luc.  Quoth  who  ? 

E.  Dro.  Why,  quoth  my  mafter: 
I  know,  quoth  he,  no  houfe,  no  wife,  no  miftrefs  5 
So  that  my  errand,  due  unto  my  tongue, 
I  thank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  fhoulders : 
For  in  conclufion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Adr.  Go  back  again,  thou  flave,  and  fetch  him  home. 

E.  Dro.  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  home  ? 
For  God's  fake  fend  fome  other  melTenger. 
Adr.  Back,  flave,  or  I  will  break  thy  pate  acrofs. 

E.  Dro.  And  he  will  blefs  that  crofs  with  other  beating: 
Between  you  T  mall  have  an  holy  head. 

Adr.  Hence,  prating  peafant,  fetch  thy  mafter  home* 

E*  Dro.  Am  I  fo  round  with  you  as  you  with  me, 
That  like  a  foot-ball  you  dofpurn  me  thus  ? 
You  fpurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither  : 
If  I  laft  in  this  fervice,  you  muft  cale  me  in  leather.  [Exit* 

SCENE  III. 
.   Luc .  Fie,  how  impatience  lowreth  in  your  face  I 

Adr,  His  company  muft  do  his  minions  grace, 
"Whilft  I  at  home  ftarve  for  a  merry  look  : 
Hath  homely  age  th'  alluring  beauty  took 
From  my  poor  cheek  ?  then  he  hath  wafted  it. 
Are  my  difcourfes  dull  ?  barren  my  wit  ? 
If  voluble  and  fharp  difcoufe  be  marr'd, 
Unkindnefs  blunts  it,  more  than  marble  hard. 
Do  their  gay  veftments  his  affections  bait  ? 
That's  not  my  fault ;  he's  mafter  of  my  ftate, 
"What  ruins  are  in  me  that  can  be  found 
By  him  not  ruin'd  ?  then  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  defeatures.    My  decayed  fair 
A  funny  look  of  his  would  foon  repair. 
But,  too  unruly  deer,  he  breaks  the  pale, 
And  feeds  from  home  :  poor  I  am  but  his  ftale. 

Luc.  Self-harming  jealoufie  5  fie,  beat  it  hence. 

,ddr<  Unfeeling  fools  can  with  fuch  wrongs  difpenfe  ; 
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I  know  his  eye  doth  homage  other-where  ; 
Or  elfe  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here? 
Sifter,  you  know  he  promis'd  me  a  chain, 
Would  that  alone  alas  !  he  would  detain, 
So  he  would  keep  fair  quarter  with  his  bed. 
I  fee  the  jewel  beft  enameled 
Will  lofe  his  beauty  ;  and  tho'  gold  bides  ftill 
That  others  touch,  yet  often  touching  will 
Wear  gold :  and  fo  no  man  that  hath  a  name, 
But  falfhood  and  corruption  doth  it  fliame. 
Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  eye,  ^ 
I'll  weep- what's  left  away,  and  weeping  die.  > 
Luc,  How  many  fond  fools  ferve  mad  jealoufie  !  [Eoce,  1 
SCENE    IV.     The  Street. 
Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 
Ant*  The  gold  I  gave  to  Dromio  is  laid  up 
Safe  at  the  Centaur,  and  the  heedful  flave 
Is  wander' d  forth  in  care  to  feek  me  out. 
By  computation,  and  mine  hoiVs  report, 
I  could  not  fpeak  with  Dromio,  fince  at  firft 
I  fent  him  from  the  mart.   See  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 
How  now,  Sir  ?  is  your  merry  humour  alter'd  ? 
As  you  love  ftrokes,  fo  jeft  with  me  again. 
You  know  no  Centaur  f  you  receiv'd  no  gold  > 
Your  miftrefs  fent  to  have  me  home  to  dinner  ? 
My  houfe  was  at  the  Phoenix  f  waft  thou  mad, 
That  thus  fo  madly  thou  didft  anfwer  me  ? 
S.  Dro.  What  anfwer,  Sir  ?  when  fpake  I  fuch  a  word  ? 
Ant.  Even  now,  even  here,  not  half  an  hour  fince. 
5.  Dro.  I  did  not  fee  you  fince  you  fent  me  hence 
Home  to  the  Centaur,  with  the  gold  you  gave  me. 

Ant.  Villain,  thou  didft  deny  the  gold's  receipt, 
And  told'ft  me  of  a  miftrefs  and  a  dinner  j 
For  which  I  hope  thou  felt'ft  I  was  difpleas'd. 

S.  Dro.  I'm  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  vein  : 
What  means  this  jeft,  I  pray  you,  mafter,  tell  me  ? 

Ant.  Yea,  doft  thou  jeer  and  flout  me  in  the  teeth  ? 
NThink'ft  thou  I  jeft  ?  hold,  take  thou  that,  and  that. 

TBeatsVro. 
S.  Dro, 
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S.  Z)™.  Hold,  Sir,  forGod's  fake,  now  your  jeft  is  earneftj 
Upon  what  bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ? 

Ant .  Becaufe  that  I  familiarly  fometimes 
Do  ufe  you  for  my  fool,  and  chat  with  you, 
Your  fawcinefs  will  jeft  upon  my  love, 
And  make  a  comedy  of  my  ferious  hours. 
When  the  fun  mines  let  foolifh  gnats  make  fport, 
But  creep  in  crannies  when  he  hides  his  beams  : 
If  you  will  jeft  with  me,  know  my  afpett, 
And  fafliion  your  demeanour  to  my  looks  5 
Or  I  will  beat  this  method  in  your  fconce. 
But  foft  5  who  wafts  us  yonder  ?  * 

*  — —  wafts  us  yonder  ? 

S.Drt.  Sconce  call  you  it?  fo  you  would  leave  battering,  I  had 
rather  have  ic  a  head;  an  you  ufe  thefe  blows  long,  I  muffc  get  a 
fconce  for  my  head,  and  infeonce  it  too,  or  eife  I  (hall  feek  my 
wit  in  my  moulders:  but  pray,  Sir,  why  am  I  beaten? 

Ant.  Doft  thou  not  know  ? 

S.Dro.  Nothing,  Sir,  but  that  I  am  beaten. 

Ant.  Shall  I  tell  you  why  ? 

S.Dro.  Ay,  Sir,  and  wherefore  5  for  they  fay  every  why  hath 
a  wherefore. 

Ant,  Why,  firft,  for  flouting  mc  j  and  then  wherefore,for  urging 
it  the  fecond  time  to  me. 

S.Dro.  Was  there  ever  any  man  thus  beaten  out  of  feafbn. 
When'in  the  why  and  wherefore  is  neither  rhirae  norrcafon? 
Well,  Sir,  1  thank  you. 

Ant.  Thank  me,  Sir,  for  what? 
£.Dr0.Marry,Sir,for  this  fomething  that  you  gave  me  for  nothing. 

Ant.  1*11  make  you  amends  next,  to  give  nothing  for  fome- 
thing.   But  fay,  is  it  dinner-time? 

S.  Drt.  No,  Sir ;  I  think  the  meat  wants  that  I  have.  ' 

Ant.  In  good  time,  Sir,  what's  that  ? 

S.  Dro.  Baiting. 

Ant.  Well,  Sir,  then  'twill  be  dry. 

S.Dro,  If  it  be,  Sir,  I  pray  you  eat  not  of  it. 

Am.  Your  reafon? 

S.Dro.  Left  it  make  you  cholerick,  and/purchafe  me  another 
dry  baiting. 

Ant.  Well,  Sir,  learn  to  jeft  in  good  time  5  there's  a  time  for 
all  things. 

S.Dro.  I  durft  have  deny'd  that,  before  you  were  fo  cholerick. 
Ant.  By  what  rule,  Sir  ? 

S.Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  by  rule  as  plain  as  the  plain  bald  pate  of 
father  himlelf. 
Ant.  Let's  hear  it. 

S.Dro.  There's  no  time  for  a  man  to  recover  his  hair  that  grows 
bald  by  nature. 

Ant.  May  ye  not  do  it  by  fine  and  recovery  ?  S.  Dn. 
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SCENE  V.    Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Adr.  Ay,  ay,  Antipholis,  look  ftrange  and  frown  5 
Some  other  miftrefs  hath  fome  fweet  afpects, 
I  am  not  Adriana,  nor  thy  wife. 
The  time  was  once,  when  thou  unurg'd  wouldft  vow, 
That  never  words  were  mufick  to  thine  ear, 
That  never  object  pleafing  in  thine  eye, 
That  never  touch  well  welcome  to  thy  hand, 
That  never  meat  fweet-favour'd  in  thy  tafte, 
Unlefs  I  fpake,  or  look'd,  or  touchM,  or  carvM. 
How  comes  it  now,  my  hufband,  oh,  how  comes  it, 
That  thou  art  thus  eftranged  from  thy  felf  ? 
Thy  felf  I  call  it,  being  ftrange  to  me  : 
That,  undividable,  incorporate, 
Am  better  than  thy  dear  felPs  better  part. 
Ah,  do  not  tear  away  thy  felf  from  me  $ 

S.Dra.  Yes,  to  pay  a  fine  for  a  peruke,  and  recover  the  loft  hair 
of  another  man. 

Ant.  Why  is  Time  fuch  a  niggard  of  hair,  being,  as  it  is>  fo  plen- 
tiful an  excrement? 

S,  Dr*.  Becaufe  it  is  a  blefling  that  he  beilows  on  bcafts  ;  and 
what  he  hath  fcanted  in  hair,  he  hath  given  in  wit. 

Ant.  Why,  but  there's  many  a  man  hath  more  hair  than  wit. 

S.  Dr$.  Not  a  man  of  thofe  but  he  hath  the  wit  to  lofe  his  hair. 
yf»r.Why,thou  didft  conclude  hairy  men  plain  dealers  without  wit. 

S.  Dro.  The  plainer  dealer,  thefooner  ioft;  yet  he  lofethit  ina 
fcindof  jnllity. 

Ant.  For  what  rcafon  ? 

5.  Dro.  For  two,  and  found  ones  too. 

Ant.  Nay,  not  found  ones,  I  pray  you. 

S.  Dro.  Sure  ones  then. 

Ant.  Nay,  not  fure  in  a  thiag  faldng. 

S.  Dro.  Certain  ones  then. 

Ant.  Name  them. 

S.  Dro,  The  one  to  favc  the  money  that  he  fpends  in  tyring  j 
the  other,  that  at  dinner  they  mould  not  drop  in  his  porridge. 

Ant.  You  would  all  tlus  time  have  ptovM,  there  is  no  time  lor 
all  things. 

S.Dro.  Marry,and  did,  Sir;  namely,  no  time  to  recover  hair 
loft  by  nature. 

Ant.  But  your  rcafon  was  not  fubftantial,  why  there  isnotime 
to  recover. 

S.  Dro.  Thus  I  mend  it:  Time  himfclf  is  bald,  and  therefore  to 
the  world's  end  will  have  bald  followers. 
Ant.  1  knew  'twould  be  a  bald  conclufion. 
SCENE   V.  &c  For 
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For  know,  my  love,  as  eafie  may'ft  thou  fall 

A  drop  of  water  in  the  breaking  guJph, 

And  take  unmingled  thence  that  drop  again, 

Without  addition  or  diminifhing, 

As  take  from  me  thy  feif,  and  not  me  too. 

How  dearly  would  it  touch  me  to  the  quick, 

Should'ft  thou  but  hear  I  were  licentious  ? 

And  that  this  body,  confecrate  to  thee, 

By  ruffian  luft  mould  be  contaminate? 

Would'ft  thou  not  fpit  at  me,  and  fpurn  at  me, 

And  hurl  the  name  of  hulband  in  my  face, 

And  tear  the  ftain'd  fkin  off  my  harlot-brow, 

And  from  my  falfe  hand  cut  the  wedding-ring, 

And  break  it  with  a  deep-divorcing  vow  ? 

I  know  thou  would' ft  ;  and  therefore  fee  thou  do  it. 

I  am  poffefs'd  with  an  adulterate  blot ; 

My  blood  is  mingled  with  the  crime  of  lull: 

For  if  we  two  be  one  2nd  thou  play  falfe, 

I  do  digeft  the  poifon  of  thy  flem, 

Being  ftrumpeted  by  thy  contagion. 

Keep  then  fair  league  and  truce  with  thy  true  bed  j 

I  live  unftainM,  thou  undiftionoured. 

Ant.  Plead  you  to  me,  fair  dame  ?  I  know  you  not : 
In  Ephefus  I  am  but  two  hours  old, 
As  ftrange  unto  your  town  as   to  your  talk  *. 

Luc.  Fie,  brother,  how  the  world  is  chang'd  with  you  t 
When  were  you  wont  to  ufe  my  fifter  thus  ? 
She  fent  for  you  by  Dromio  home  to  dinner . 

Ant.  By  Dromio  f 

S.  Dro.  By  me  ? 

Adr.  By  thee  ;  and  thus  thou  didft  return  from  him, 
That  he  did  buffet  thee,  and  in  his  blows 
Deny'd  my  houfe  for  his,  me  for  his  wife. 

Ant.  Did  you  ccnverfe,  Sir,  with  this  gentlewoman  ? 
What  is  the  courfe  and  drift  of  your  compact  ? 

S.  Dro.  I,  Sir?  I  never  faw  her  'till  this  time. 

Ant,  Villain,  thou  lieft  ;  for  even  her  very  words 

Didft 

*  ....  as  to  your  talk. 
Who,  every  word  by  all  my  wit  being  fcann'd, 
Wanrs  wit  in  all  one  word  to  uoderftand. 

Luc,  Fie}  brother,  &c. 
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Didft  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  mart. 

S.  Dro.  I  never  fpake  with  her  in  all  my  life. 
Ant.  How  can  me  thus  then  call  us  by  our  names, 
Unlefs  it  be  by  infpiration  ? 

Air.  How  ill  agrees  it  witfi  your  gravity, 
To  counterfeit  thus  grofly  with  your  Have, 
Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  mood ! 
Be  it  my  wrong,  you  are  from  me  exempt, 
But  wrong  not  that  wrong  with  a  more  contempt* 
Come,  1  will  fatten  on  this  fleeve  of  thine  5 
Thou  art  an  elm,  my  hufband,  I  a  vine  : 
Whofe  weaknefs  marry'd  to  thy  ftronger  ftate, 
Makes  me  with  thy  ftrength  to  communicate  \ 
If  ought  polfefs  thee  from  me,  it  is  drofs, 
Ufurping  ivy,  brier,  or  idle  mofs, 
Which  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  intrusion, 
Infect  thy  fop,  and  live  on  thy  confufion. 

Ant .  To  me  me  fpeaks  \  me  moves  me  for  her  theam  \ 
What,  was  I  marry'd  to  her  in  my  dream  ; 
Or  fleep  I  now,  and  think  I  hear  all  this  ? 
What  error  drives  our  eyes  and  ears  amifs  ? 
Until  I  know  this  fure  uncertainty, 
Til  entertain  the  favoured  fallacy. 

Luc.  Dromioy  go  bid  the  fervants  fpread  for  dinner*. 
Air.  Come,  come,  no  longer  will  I  be  a  fool, 
To  put  the  finger  in  the  eye  and  weep, 

*  ---  fervancs  fpread  for  dinner. 

S.Dro.  Oh  for  my  beads!  I  crofs  me  for  a  firmer* 
This  is  the  Fitiy  land  :  oh  fpight  of  fpights! 
We  calk  with  goblins,  owls,  and  elvifli  fprights; 
If  wc  obey  them  not,  this  will  enfue, 
They'll  fuck  our  brejth,  or  pinch  us  black  and  blut. 

Luc.  Why  prat'ft  thou  to  thy  felf, 
Dromht  thou  Dromio,  fnail,  thou  Aug,  thou  fot? 

S.  Dro.  lam  transformed,  matter,  am  I  not? 

Ant.  I  think  thou  art  in  mind,  and  fo  am  I. 

S.Dro.  Nay,  matter,  both  in  mind  and  in  my  fiiapo. 

Jvt.  Thou  h-*(t  thine  own  form. 

S.  Dr».  No  ;  I  im  an  ape, 

Luc.  If  thou  art  changM  to  ought,  'tis  to  an  afi. 

S.  Dro.  »Tis  true,  (he  rides  me,  and  I  long  for  graft. 
*Tis  fo,  I  am  an  af«;  elfe  it  could  never  be. 
B  >t  I  Aould  know  her  as  well  at  me  know*  me. 

^fwV.  Come,  comSf  &s. 

Vol.  IX.  I  Whilft 
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Whilft  man  and  matter  laugh  my  wo  es  to  fccrn* 

Come,  Sir,  to  dinner  :  Dromio,  keep  the  gate  j 

Hufband,  I'll  dine  above  with  you  to-day, 

And  fhrive  you  of  a  thoufand  idle  pranks  5 

Sirrah,  if  any  a/k  you  for  your  mafter, 

Say  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  creature  enter  : 

Come,  fifter  5  Dromio,  play  the  porter  well. 
Ant.  Am  I  in  earth,  in  heaven,  or  in  hell  ? 

Sleeping  or  waking,  mad  or  well-advis'd  ? 

Known  unto  thefe,  and  to  my  felf  difguis'd  ? 

I'll  fay  as  they  fay,  and  perfever  fo  $ 

And  in  this  mill  at  all  adventures  go. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  mall  I  be  porter  at  the  gate  ?  O 
Adr.  Ay,  let  none  enter,  left  I  break  your  pate.  > 
JLut,  Come,  come,  Antipholis,  we  dine  too  late. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT    III.    SCENE  I. 

The  Street  before  Antipholis'i  Houfe, 
Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  Dromio  of  Ephefus,  Angelo, 

and  Balthazar. 
JE,  Ant.       Ood  Signior  Angelo,  you  muft  excufe  us  5 

VT  My  wife  is  mrewifh  when  I  keep  not  hours  5 
Say,  that  I  lingered  with  you  at  your  ihop 
To  fee  the  making  of  her  carkanet, 
And  that  to-morrow  you  will  bring  it  home. 
But  here's  a  villain  that  would  face  me  down 
He  met  me  on  the  mart,  and  that  I  beat  him, 
And  charg'd  him  with  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold  3 
And  that  I  did  deny  my  wife  and  houfe : 
Thou  drunkard  thou,  what  did'ft  thou  mean  by  this  ?  * 
I  think  thou  art  an  afs. 

E.  Dro.  Marry,  doth  it  fo  appear 
By  the  wrongs  I  fuffer,  and  the  blows  I  bear  ? 
I  mould  kick  being  kickt  ;  and  being  at  that  pafs, 
You  would  keep  from  my  heels,  and  beware  of  an  afs. 

E.  Ant. are  fad,  Signior  Balthazar.  Pray  God  cur  cheer 

*  -      di'd'ft  thou  mean  by  this? 

E.Dro.  Say  what  you  will,  Sir,  but  I  know  what  I  know, 
That  you  beat  me  at  the  marc,  I  have  your  hand  to  ftiow  ; 
Jt:  the  skin  were  parchment,  and  the  blows  you  gave  were  ink, 
Your  h^nd-writinp  would  cell  you  what  I  think. 

E.Jitt,  I  thiqk;  crc. 

May 
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May  anfwer  my  good  will,  and  your  good  welcome  *. 
But  loft  5  my  door  is  lockt ;  go  bid  them  let  us  in. 
E.  Dro.  Maud,  Bridget,  Marian,  Cicely,  Gillian  I 
S.  Dro.  [JVithin.~\  Mome,  malt-horfe,  capon,  coxcomb, 
ideot,  patch, 

Either  get  thee  from  the  door,  or  fit  down  at  the  hatch  s 
Doll  thou  conjure  for  wenches,that  thou  call'lt  for  fuch  ftore, 
When  one  is  one  too  many  ?  go,  get  thee  from  the  door  f. 

I  a  Adr. 
•  -—and  your  good  welcome. 

Bah  I  hold  your  dainties  cheap,  Sir,  and  your  welcome  dear. 

E.  Ant.  Ah  Signior  Balthazar,  either  at  fleih  or  fifh, 
A  table- full  of  welcome  makes  fcarce  one  dainty  difli. 

Bal.  Good  meat»  Sir,  iscommon;  that  every  churl  affords. 

E.Ant.  And  welcome  more  common;  for  that's  nothing  but  word*  • 

Bal.  Smallcheer,  and  good  welcome,  makes  a  merry  fcaft. 

E.  Ant.  Ay,  to  a  niggardly  holt,  and  more  fparing  gueft  : 
Buttho*  mycates  be  mean,  take  them  in  good  part ; 
Better  cheer  may  you  have,  but  not  with  better  heart. 
But  fofti  my  door  is  lockt,  drc 

-J-  -—get  thee  from  the  door. 

E.Dro .What  patch  is  made  our  porter?  my  matter  ftaysin  the  ftreetp 
S.Dro.  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came,  left  he  catch  cold 
on's  feet. 

E.Ant.  Who  talks  within  there?  hoa,  open  the  door. 
S.Dro.  Right,  Sir,  I'll  tell  you  when,  an  you'll  tell  me  wherefore. 
E.Ant.  Wherefore?  for  my  dinner:  I  have  not  din'd  to-day. 
S.  Dro  Nor  to-day  here  you  muft  not :  come  again  when  you  may. 

D.  Ant  What  art  thou  that  keep' it,  me  out  from  the  houfc  I  owe? 
S.Dro.  The  porter  for  this  time,  Sir,  and  my  name  isDremio. 

E.  Drc.  O  villain,  thou  halt  ftol'n  both  mine  office  and  my  name. 
The  one  ne'er  got  me  credit,  the  other  mickls  blame  ? 

I  f  thou  hadft  been  Dromio  to-day  in  my  place, 

Thou  would'ft  have  chang'd  thy  face  for  a  name,  or  thy  name  for 

an  afs. 

Luce.  \JVtihm.~]  Whatacoilcis  there, Drmioi  who  arethofe  at 
the  gate? 

E.  Dro.  Let  my  matter  in,  Luce. 

Luce.  'Faith,  no;  he  cones  too  late; 
And  fo  tell  your  matter. 

E  Dro.  O  Lord,  I  muft  laugh  ; 
Have  at  you  with  aTrewri.    Shall  Ifetin  my  Itaff? 

Luce.  Have  at  you  with  another:  that's  when  ?  can  you  tell? 

S.Dro.  If  thy  name  be  called  Luce,  Luct,  thou  hatt  anfwcr'd 
him  well. 

E.Ant.  Doyouhear,  you  minion,  you'llletus  in,  I  hope? 
Line  I  thought  to  havcaskt  you.       S .  Dro.  And  you  faid,  no# 
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Adr.  [Within.]  Who  is  that  at  the  door  that  keeps  all 
this  noife  ? 

S.  Dro.  By  my  troth,  your  town  is  troubled  with  unruly 

boys. 

E.Ant.  Are  you  there,  wife  >  you  might  have  come  before. 

Adr.  Your  wife,  Sir  knave  !  go  get  you  from  the  gate  f . 

E.  Ant.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  fetch  me  an  iron  crow. 

Bal.  Have  patience,  Sir  :  oh,  let  it  not  be  thus. 
Herein  yOu  war  againft  your  reputation, 
And  draw  within  the  compafs  of  fufpeft 
Th'  unviolated  honour  of  your  wife. 
Once,  this ;  your  long  experience  of  her  wifdem, 
Her  fober  virtue,  years  and  modefty, 
Plead  on  her  part  fome  caufe  to  you  unknown  ; 
And  doubt  not,  Sir,  but  Ihe  will  well  excufe  Why 

EDr$-  So,  come,  help,  well  ftruck;  there  was  blow  for  blow. 

E.Ant.  Thou  baggage,  let  me  in. 

Luce.  Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake  ? 

E.Dro.  Matter*  knock  tl\e  door  hard. 

Luce.  Let  him  knock 'till  it  ake, 

E.Ant.  You'llcry  for  this,minion,  if  I  beat  thedoor  down. 
Luce.  What  needs  all  that,  and  a  pair  of  flocks  in  the  town  ? 
J  dr.  {JVttbtn^  Who  isthat^c. 
"f  -—go get  you  from  the  gate. 

E.Dro.  If  you  wentin  pain,  matter,  this  knave  would  go  fore. 
Ang.  Hereisneither  cheer,  Sir,  nor  welcome;  we  would  fain 
have  either. 

BaL,  In  debating  which  was  beft,  we  mall  part  with  neither. 

JE.Pro.They  ftandat  thedoor,  matter ;  bid  them  welcome  hither. 

E.  Ant.  There*s  fomething  in  the  wind  that  we  cannot  get  in. 

E.Dre.  You  would  fayfo,  matter,  if  your  garments  were  thin. 
Your  cake  here  is  warm  within  :  you  iUnd  here  in  the  coid. 
It  would  make  a  man  as  mad  as  buck  to  be  fo  boughtan  d  fold. 

E.Ant.  Go  fetch  mefomething,  I'llbieakope  the  gate. 

S.  Dro.  Break  any  breaking  here,  and  1*11  break  your  knave's  pate. 

E.Dro.  A  man  may  break  a  word  with  you,  Sir,  and  words  are 
but  wind  ; 

Ay,  and  break  it  in  your  face,  fo  he  break  it  not  behind. 

S.  Dro.  It  teems  thou  wanteft  breaking    outuponthee,  hind. 

E.Dr».  Here'stoo  much  :  outuponthee;  I  pray  thee>  letmein. 

S.Dro.  Ay,  when  fowls  have  no  feathers,  and  fifti  have  no  fin. 

EAnt.  Well,  I'll  break  in;  go  borrow  me  a  crow. 

E  Dro.  A  crow  without  feather,  mafter,  mean  you  fo? 
For  a  fim  without  a  fin,  there's  a  fowl  without  afeathert 
If  a  crow  help  us  in,  firrah,  we'll  pluck  a  crew  together;. 

E.  Ant.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  &e, 
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Why  at  this  time  the  doors  are  barr'd  againft  you, 

Be  rul'd  by  me,  depart  in  patience, 

And  let  us  to  the  Tyger  all  to  dinner, 

And  about  evening  come  your  felf  alone, 

To  know  the  reafonof  this  ftrange  reftraint. 

If  by  ftrong  hand  you  offer  to  break  in 

Now  in  the  ftirring  paflage  of  the  day, 

A  vulgar  comment  will  be  made  of  it  j 

And  that  iuppofed  by  the  common  rout, 

Againft  your  yet  ungalled  eftimatioa,, 

That  may  with  foul  intrufion  enter  in, 

And  dwell  upon  your  grave  when  you  are  dead  s 

for  flander  lives  upon  fuccefiion, 

Fur  ever  hous'd  where  it  once  gets  poflefiion. 

E.  Ant.  You  have  prevail'd  ;  I  will  depart  in  quiet^ 
And  in  defpite  of  wrath  mean  to  be  merry. 
I  know  a  wench  of  excellent  difcourfe, 
Pretty  and  witty,  wild,  and  yet  too,  gentle  j 
There  will  we  dine  :  this  woman  that  I  mean, 
My  wife  (but  I  proteft  without  defert) 
Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  me  withal  j 
To  her  will  we  to  dinner.    Get  you  home, 
And  fetch  the  chain  ;  by  this  1  know  'tis  made  ; 
Bring  it,  I  pray  you  to  the  Porcupine  ; 
For  there's  the  houfe  :  that  chain  I  will  beftow, 
(Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  fpight  my  wife,) 
Upon  mine  hoftels  there.    Good  Sir,  makehafte: 
Since  my  own  doors  refufe  to  entertain  me, 
I'll  knock  elfe where,  to  fee  if  they'll  difdain  me. 

Ang,  I'll  meet  you  at  that  place,  fome  hour,  Sir,  hence; 

£«  Ant.  Do  fo  5  this  jeft  mall  coft  me  fome  expence. 

(Exeunt* 

SCENE  II.    The  Houfe  of  Antipholis  of  Ephefus, 

Enter  Lueiana,  with  Antipholis  of  Syracule. 
Luc.  And  may  it  be,  that  you  have  quite  forgot 
A  hufband's  office  ?  ihall,  Antipholis,  hate 
Ev'n  in  the  fpving  of  love,  thy  love-fprings  rot  ? 

Shall  love,  in  building,  grow  fo  ruinate  ? 
If  you  did  wed  my  filler  for  her  wealth, 
Then  for  her  wealth' s-fake  ufeher  w  ith  more  kindnefs ; 

I  3  Or 
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Or  if  you  like  elfewhere,  do  it  by  ftealth, 

Muffle  your  falfe  love  with  fome  /hew  of  blindnefs  5 
Let  not  my  fitter  read  it  in  your  eye  5 

Be  not  thy  .tongue  thy  own  ihame's  orator  5 
Look  fweet,  fpeak  fair  $  become  difloyalty  : 

Apparel  vice  like  virtue's  harbinger  5 
Bear  a  fair  prefence,  tho'  your  heart  be  tainted  5 

Teach  fin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  Saint  5 
Be  fecret  falfe  :  what  need  me  be  acquainted  ? 

What  fimple  thief  hrags  of  his  own  attaint  ? 
'Tis  double  wrong,  to  truant  with  your  bed, 

And  let  her  read  it  in  thy  looks  at  board  : 
Shame  hath  a  baftard-fame,  well  managed  5 

111  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word  : 
Alas  poor  women,  make  us  but  believe 

(Being  compact  of  credit)  that  you  love  us ; 
Tho'  others  have  the  arm,  mew  us  the  fleeve  : 

We  in  your  motion  turn,  and  you  may  move  us. 
Then,  gentle  brother,  get  you  in  again  j 

Comfort  my  After,  chear  her,  call  her  wife  : 
*Tisholy  fport,  to  be  a  little  vain, 

When  the  fweet  breath  of  flattery  conquers  ftrife. 
S.  Ant.  Sweet  miftrefs  j  what  your  name  is  elfe  I  know 

Nor  by  what  wonder  you  do  hit  of  mine  :  [not, 
Lefs  in  your  knowledge  and  your  grace  you  mow  not 

Than  our  earth's  wonder,  more  than  earth  divine. 
Teach  me,  dear  creature,  how  to  think  and  fpeak  5 

Lay  open  to  my  earthy  grofs  conceit, 
Smother'd  in  errors,  feeble,  mallow,  weak, 

The  foulded  meaning  of  your  words  deceit  ; 
Againft  my  foul's  pure  truth  why  labour  you, 

To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  field  ? 
Are  you  a  God  ?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 

Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  pow'r  I'll  yield. 
But  if  that  lam  1,  then  well  I  know 

Your  weeping  filler  is  no  wife  of  mine, 
Nor  to  her  bed  a  homage  do  I  owe  j 

Far  more,  far  more  to  you  do  I  decline  : 
Oh,  train  me  not,  fweet  mermaid,  with  thy  note, 

To  drown  me  in  thy  fitter's  flood  of  tears  ; 

Sing 
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Sing,  Siren,  for  thy  felf,  and  I  will  dote  $ 

Spread  o'er  the  filver  waves  thy  golden  hairs, 
And  as  a  bed  I'll  take  thee,  and  there  lye : 

And  in  that  glorious  fuppofition  think 
He  gains  by  death  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die  ; 

Let  love,  being  light,  be  drowned  if  fhe  fink. 

Luc.  What,  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  fo  ? 

S.  Ant.  Not  mad,  but  mated  j  how,  I  do  not  know. 

Luc.  It  is  a  fault  that  fpringeth  from  your  eye. 

S.  Ant.  For  gazing  on  your  beams,  fair  fun,  being  by. 

Luc*  Gaze  where  you  mould,  and  that  will  clear  your 
fight. 

S.  Ant.  As  good  to  wink,  fweet  love,  as  look  on  night. 

Luc.  Why  call  you  me  love  ?  call  my  filler  fo. 

S.  Ant.  Thy  fitter's  fitter. 

Luc.  That's  my  fitter. 

S.  Ant.  No  ; 
It  is  thyfelf,  mine  own  felf's  better  part : 
Mine  eye's  clear  eye,  my  dear  heart's  dearer  heart, 
My  food,  my  fortune,  and  my  fweet  hope's  aim, 
My  fole  earth's  heaven,  and  my  heaven's  claim. 

Luc.  All  this  my  fitter  is,  or  elfe  mould  be. 

S.  Ant.  Call  thy  felf  fitter,  fweet,  for  I  mean  thee  : 
Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  life. 
Thou  hatt  nohufband  yet,  nor  I  no  wife  j 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Luc.  Oh,  foft,  Sir,  hold  you  ftill ; 
I'll  fetch  my  fitter,  to  get  her  good  will.  [ExrVLuc. 
SCENE    III.     EnterDromlo  of  Syracufc. 

S.  Ant.  Why,  how  now,  Dromio ,  where  runn'tt  thou 
fo  raft  > 

S.  Dro.  Do  you  know  me,  Sir  ?  am  I  Dromio  f  am  I 
your  man  ?  am  I  my  felf  ? 

5.  Ant.  Thou  art  Dromio.  thou  art  my  man,  thou  art 
thy  felf. 

S.  Dro,  I  am  an  afs,  I  am  a  woman's  man  and  befides 
my  felf. 

S.  Ant.  What  woman's  man?  and  how  befides  thy  felf  ? 
St  Dro,  Marry,  Sir,  befides  myfelf,  I  am  due  to  a  wo- 
man 5 
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man  ;  one  that  claims  me,  one  that  haunts  me,  one  that 
will  have  me. 

S,  Ant.  "What  claim  lays  me  to  thee  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  fuch  claim  as  you  would  lay  to 
your  horfe  ;  and  me  would  have  me  as  a  beaft  :  not  that  I 
being  a  beaft  ihe  would  have  me,  but  that  fhe  being  a  very 
beaft]y  creature,  lays  claim  to  me. 

tf.  Ant.  What  is  /he  ? 

v?.  Dro.  A  very  reverent  body  ;  ay,  fuch  a  one  as  a  man 
may  not  fpeak  of,  without  he  fay,  Sir  reverence  :  I  have 
but  lean  luck  in  the  match  5  and  yet  is  me  a  woncTrous  fat 
marriage. 

8,  Ant.  How  doft  thou  mean,  a  fat  marriage  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  fhe's  the  kitchen- wench,  and  all 
greafe,  and  I  know  not  what  ufe  to  put  her  to,  but  to  make 
a  lamp  of  her,  and  run  from  her  by  her  own  light.  I  war- 
rant, her  rags,  and  the  tallow  in  them,  will  burn  a  Poland 
winter  :  if  me  lives  till  doomfday,  fhe'l!  burn  a  week  lon- 
ger than  the  whole  world. 

S.  Ant.  What  complexion  is  fhe  of? 

S.  Dro.  Swart,  like  my  fhce,  but  her  face  nothing  like 
(o  clean  kept  j  for  why  ?  fhe  fweats,  a  man  may  go  over- 
in  the  grime  of  it. 

S,  Ant.  That's  a  fault  that  water  will  mend. 

S.  Dro.  No,  Sir,  'tis  in  grain  j  Noah's  flood  could  not 
do  it. 

S.  Ant.  What's  her  name  ? 

5.  Dro.  Nell,  Sir  $  but  her  name  and  three  quarters, 
that  is, an  ell  and  three  quarters,  will  not  meafure  her  frcm 
hip  to  hip. 

S,  Ant.  Then  me  bears  fome  breadth  ? 

S.  Dr(K  No  longer  from  head  to  foot,  than  from  hip  to 
hip ;  /he  is  fpherical,  like  a  globe  :  I  could  find  out  coun- 
tries in  her* 

S.Ant.  In  what  part  of  her  body  ftands  Ireland? 
S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  in  her  buttocks  $  I  found  it  out  by 
the  bogs. 

S.  Ant.  Where  Scotland? 

>S.  Dro.  I  found  it  by  the  barrennefs,  hard  in  the 
palm  of  her  hand, 

S.  Anu 
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S.  Ant.  Where  France  f 

S.  Dro.  In  her  forehead,  arm'd  and  reverted,  making 
war  againft  her  hair.* 
S.  Ant.  Where  England? 

S.  Dro.  I  look'd  for  the  chalky  cliffs,  but  I  could  find 
no  whitenefs  in  them  ;  but  I  guefs,  it  ftood  in  her  chin, 
by  the  fait  rheum  that  ran  between  France  and  it. 

S.  Ant.  Where  Spain  f 

S.  Dro.  'Faith,  I  law  it  not,  but  I  felt  it  hot  in  her 
breath. 

S.  Ant.  Where  America,  the  Indies  ? 
S.  Dro.  Oh,  Sir,  upon  her  nofe,  all  o'er  embellim'd 
with  rubies,  carbuncles,  faphires,  declining  their  rich  afpec~t 
to  the  hot  breath  of  Spain,  who  fent  whole  armadoes  of 
carracks  to  be  ballaft  at  her  nofe. 

S.  Ant.  Where  ftood  Belgia,  the  Netherlands? 
S.  Dro.  Oh,  Sir,  I  did  not  look  fo  low.  To  conclude, 
this  drudge,  or  diviner,  laid  claim  to  me,  call'd  me  Dromio, 
fwore  I  was  afiur'd  to  her,  told  me  what  privy  marks  I  had 
about  me,  as  the  marks  of  my  moulder,  the  mole  in  my 
neck,  the  great  wart  on  my  left  arm,  that  I  amaz'd  ran 
from  her  as  a  witch.  And  I  think,  if  my  breaft  had  not 
been  made  of  flint,  and  my  heart  of  fteel,  fhe  had  trans- 
formed me  to acur-tail  dog, and  made  me  turn  i*  th'  wheel, 

S.  Ant.  Go  hie  thee  prefently  j  poft  to  the  road  5 
And  if  the  wind  blow  any  way  from  more, 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  town  to-night. 
If  any  bark  put  forth,  come  to  the  mart ; 
Where  I  will  walk  'till  thou  return  to  me : 
If  every  one  knows  us,  and  wc  know  none, 
*Tis  time,  I  think,  to  trudge,  pack  and  be  gone, 
S.  Dro.  As  from  a  bear  a  man  would  run  for  life, 
So  fly  I  from  her  that  would  be  my  wife.  [Exit. 
SCENE  IV. 
5.  Ant.  There's  none  but  witches  do  inhabit  here  j 
And  therefore  'tis  high  time  that  I  were  hence  : 
She  that  doth  call  me  hufband,  even  my  foul 

*  A  jingle  intended  between  the  words  Hair  and  Hmr\  France 
being  then  in  arms  againft  the  Utir  of  the  Crown  Htnry  IV. 

Doth 
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Doth  for  a  wife  abhor.  But  her  fair  fitter, 
Poffeft  with  fuch  a  gentle  fovereign  grace, 
Of  fuch  inchanting  prefence  and  difcourfe, 
Hath  almoft  made  me  traitor  to  myfelf: 
But  left  my  felf  be  guilty  of  felf-wrong, 
I'll  ftop  mine  ears  againft  the  mermaid's  fong. 
Enter  Angelo  ivitb  a  chain. 

Ang.  Mafter  Antipbolis ! 

S.  Ant.  Ay,  that's  my  name. 

Ang.  I  know  it  well,  Sir j  lo,  here  is  the  chain  ; 
I  thought  t'  have  ta'en  you  at  the  Porcupine, 
The  chain  unfinifh'd  made  me  ftay  thus  long. 

S.  Ant.  What  is  your  will  that  I  ihall  do  with  this  ? 

Ang.  What  pleafe  your  felf,  Sir  5  I  have  made  it  for  you. 

S.  Amt.  Made  it  for  me,  Sir  !  I  befpoke  it  not. 

Ang.  Not  once,  nor  twice,  but  twenty  times  you  have  ; 
Go  home  with  it,  and  pleafe  your  wife  withal  5 
And  foon  at  fupper-time  I'll  vifit  you, 
And  then  receive  my  mony  for  the  chain. 

S.  Ant.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  receive  the  mony  now, 
For  fear  you  ne'er  fee  chain  nor  mony  more. 

Ang.  You  are  a  merry  man,  Sir  5  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

S.  Ant.  What  I  mould  think  of  this,  I  cannot  tell : 
But  this  I  think,  there's  no  man  is  fo  vain 
That  would  refufe  fo  fair  an  offer' d  chain. 
I  fee  a  man  here  needs  not  live  by  fhifts, 
When  in  the  ftreets  he  meets  fuch  golden  gifts  : 
I'll  to  the  mart,  and  there  for  Dromio  ftay  j 
If  any  /hip  put  out,  then  ftrait  away.  [B%jt. 

ACT  IV.    SCENE  I. 

The  Street. 
Enter  a  Merchant,  Angelo,  and  an  Officer. 
Mer.'KT  O  U  know  fmcc  Penteccft  the  fum  is  due  5 
JL    And  fince  I  have  not  much  importun'd  you  ; 
Nor  now  I  had  not,  but  that  1  am  bound 
To  Perjia,  and  want  gilders  for  my  voyage : 
Therefore  make  prefent  fatisfadlion  5 
Or  Til  attach  you  by  this  Officer. 

Ang.  Ev^n  juft  the  fum  that  I  do  owe  to  you, 

Is 
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Is  owing  to  me  by  Antipholis  5 
And  in  the  inftant  that  I  met  with  you, 
He  had  of  me  a  chain  :  at  five  a  clock 
I  mall  receive  the  mony  for  the  fame  : 
Pleafe  you  but  walk  with  me  down  to  his  houfe, 
I  will  difchatge  my  bond,  and  thank  you  too. 
Enter  Antiph.  Eph.  and  Dro.  Eph.  as  from  the  Courtezan s. 
Offi,  That  labour  you  may  fave  :  fee  where  he  comes, 
E.  Ant*  While  I  go  to  the  goldfmith's  houfe,  go  thou 
And  buy  a  rope's  end  5  that  I  will  beftow 
Among  my  wife  and  her  confederates, 
For  locking  me  out  of  my  doors  to-day. 
But  foft ;  I  fee  the  goldfmith :  get  thee  gone, 
Buy  thou  a  rope,  and  bring  it  home  to  mc. 

E.  Dro.  I  buy  a  thoufand  pound  a  year  !  I  buy  a  rope  \ 

[ExitDxom\o. 

E.  Ant.  A  man  is  well  holp  up  that  trufts  to  you : 
I  promifed  your  prefence,  and  the  chain  : 
But  neither  chain  nor  goldfmith  came  to  me  : 
Belike  you  thought  our  love  would  laft  too  long 
If  it  were  chain' d  together  5  therefore  came  not. 

Ang.  Saving  your  merry  humour,  here's  the  note, 
How  much  your  chain  weighs  to  the  utmoft  carat, 
The  finenefs  of  the  gold,  the  chargeful  fafhion, 
Which  doth  amount  to  three  odd  ducats  more 
Than  I  ftand  debted  to  this  gentleman  ; 
I  pray  you  fee  him  prefently  difcharg'd  5 
For  he  is  bound  to  fea,  and  ftays  but  for  it. 

E.  Ant*  I  am  not  furnim'd  with  the  prefent  mony  ; 
Befides,  I  have  fome  bufinefs  in  the  town  j 
Good  Signior,  take  the  ftranger  to  my  houfe, 
And  with  you  take  the  chain,  and  bid  my  wife 
Dilburfe  the  fum  on  the  receipt  thereof  j 
Perchance  I  will  be  there  as  fcon  as  you. 

Ang.  Then  you  will  bring  the  chain  to  her  your  (elf. 

E.  Ant.  No  ;  bear  it  with  you,  \cl\  I  come  not  in  time. 

Ang.  Well,  Sir,  I  will :  have  you  the  chain  about  you  ? 

E.  Ant.  And  if  I  have  not,  Sir,  I  hope  you  have  : 
Or  elfe  you  may  return  without  your  mony. 

Ang.  Nay,  come,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  give  me  the  chain. 

Both 
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Both  wind  and  tide  flay  for  the  gentleman  ; 
And  I  to  blame  have  held  him  here  too  long. 

E.  Ant.  Good  Lord,  you  ufe  this  dalliance  to  excufe 
Your  breach  of  promife  to  the  Porcupine  : 
I  mould  have  chid  you  for  not  bringing  it ; 
But,  like  a  fhrew,  you  firft  begin  to  brawl. 

Mer,  The  hour  Heals  on :  I  pray  you,  Sir,  difpatch. 

Ang.  You  hear  how  he  importunes  me  ;  the  chain. 

E.  Ant*  Why,  give  it  to  my  wife,  and  fetch  yourmony. 

Ang.  Come,  come,  you  know  I  gave  it  you  ev'n  now. 
Or  fend  the  chain,  or  fend  me  by  fome  token. 

E.  Ant.  Fie,  now  you  run  this  humour  out  of  breath  : 
Come,  where' s  the  chain?  I  pray  you,  let  me  fee  it. 

Mer.  My  bufinefs  cannot  brook  this  dalliance  : 
Good  Sir,  fay,  if  you'll  anfwer  me,  or  no  ; 
Jf  not,  I'll  leave  him  to  the  officer. 

E.  Ant.  I  anfwer  you  ?  why  mould  I  anfwer  you  ? 

Ang.  The  mony  that  you  ewe  me  for  the  chain. 

E.  Ant.  I  owe  you  none  'till  I  receive  the  chain. 

Ang.  You    know  I  gave  it  you  half  an  hour  fince. 

E.  Ant.  You  gave  me  none  j  you  wrong  me  much  to 
fay  fo. 

Ang,  You  wrong  me  more,  Sir,  ia  denying  it; 
Confider  how  it  Itands  uprn  my  credit. 
Mer,  Well,  officer,  arreil  him  at  my  fuit. 
Offi.  I  do, 

And  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  name  to  obey  me.  , 

Ang,  This  touches  me  in  reputation. 
Either  confent  to  pay  the  fum  for  me, 
Or  I  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

E.  Ant.  Confent  to  pay  for  that  I  never  had  \ 
Arreft  me,  foolifh  fellow,  if  thou  dar'it. 

Ang.  Here  is  thy  fee  ;  arreft  him,  officer  5 
I  would  not  fpare  my  brother  in  this  cafe, 
If  he  mould  fcom  me  fo  apparently. 

Offi.  I  do  arreft  you,  Sir  j  you  hear  the  fuit, 

E.  Ant.  I  do  obey  thee  'till  I  give  thee  bail. 
But,  firrah,  you  mail  buy  this  fport  as  dear 
As  all  the  metal  in  your  /hop  will  anfwer* 
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Atg,  Sir,  Sir,  I  fliall  have  law  in  Epbefus, 
To  your  notorious  fliame,  I  doubt  it  not. 
SCENE    II.     EnterDromioSyra.  from  the  Bay, 
S,  Dro.  Mafter,  there  is  a  bark  of  Epidamnum, 
That  ftays  but  till  her  owner  comes  aboard  ; 
Then,  Sir,  fhe  bears  away.    Our  fraughtage,  Sir, 
I  have  convey'd  aboard  5  and  I  have  bought 
The  Oyl,  the  Balfamum,  and  Aqua-witx. 
The  fhip  is  in  her  trim  ;  the  merry  wind 
Blows  fair  from  land  j  they  ftay  for  nought  at  all, 
But  for  their  owner,  mafter,  and  your  felf. 

E.  Ant.  How  now !  a  mad  man !  why,  thou  peevifli 
What  fhip  of  Epidatnnum  ftays  for  me  ?  [(Keep, 
S.  Dro,  A  fhip  you  fent  me  to,  to  hire  waftage. 
E.  Ant,  Thou  drunken  Have,  I  fent  thee  for  a  rope  ; 
And  told  thee  for  what  purpofe,  and  what  end. 

5.  Dro,  You  fent  me  for  a  rope's-end  as  foon  : 
You  fent  me  to  the  bay,  Sir,  for  a  bark. 

E,  Ant.  I  will  debate  this  matter  at  more  leifure, 
And  teach  your  ears  to  lift  me  with  more  heed. 
To  Adriana,  villain,  hie  thee  ftrait, 
Give  her  this  key,  and  tell  her  in  the  delk 
That's  cover'd  o'er  with  Turkijh  tapeftry 
There  is  a  purfe  of  ducats,  let  her  fend  it : 
Tell  her  I  am  arretted  in  the  ftreet, 
And  that  fhall  tail  me  ;  hie  thee,  flave  j  be  gone  • 
On,  officer,  to  prifon,  'till  it  come,  [Exeunt. 

S.  Dro,  To  Adriana  I  tkat  is  where  we  din'd, 
Where  Dowfabel  did  claim  me  for  her  hufband  j 
She  is  too  big,  I  hope,  for  me  to  compafs. 
Thither  I  muft,  altho'  againft  my  will, 
I  Forfervants  muft  their  maftcrs  minds  fulfil.  [Exit, 
SCENE    IIP.  E.Antipholis'sH^. 
Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 
Adr.  Ah,  Luciana,  did  he  tempt  thee  fo  ? 
Might'ft  thou  perceive  aufterely  in  his  eye 
;   That  he  did  plead  inearneft,  yea  or  no  ? 
I   Lcok'd  he  or  red  or  pale,  or  fad  or  merrily  ? 
What  obfervation  mad'ft  thou  in  this  cafe, 
Of  his  heart's  meteors  tilting  in  his  face  ? 

Vol.  II,  K  Luc, 
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Luc.  Firft  he  deny'd  you  had  in  him  a  right, 

Adr.  He  meant,  he  did  me  none,  the  more  my  fpight. 

Luc.  Then  fvvore  he  that  he  was  a  ftranger  here. 

Adr.  And  true  he  fwore,  tho*  yet  fbrfwora  he  were, 

Luc*  Then  pleaded  I  for  you. 

Adr.  And  what  faid  he  ? 

Luc.  That  love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  begg'dofme. 

Adr.  With  what  perfuafion  did  he  tempt  thy  love  ? 

Luc.  "With  words  that  in  anhoneft  fuit  might  move. 
Firft  he  did  praife  my  beauty,  then  my  fpeech. 

Adr,  Did' ft  fpeak  him  fair  ? 

Luc.  Have  patience,  I  befeech, 

Adr.  I  cannot  nor  I  will  not  hold  me  ftill  ; 
My  tongue,  though  not  my  heart,  /hall have  its  will. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old  and  fere, 
lll-fac'd,  worfe-body'd,  ftiapelcfs  every  where  5 
Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifh,  blunt,  unkind, 
fitigmatical  in  making,  worfe  in  mind. 

Luc.  Who  would  be  jealous  then  of  ftich  a  one  ? 
No  evil  loft  is  waiTd,  when  it  is  gone. 

Adr.  Ah !  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay, 
And  yet  would  he  in  others  eyes  were  worfe  1 
Far  from  her  neft  the  lapwing  cries  away  5 

My  heart  prays  for  him  tho*  my  tongue  do  curfe. 
SCENE    IV.     Enter  S.  Dromio. 

S.  Dro,  Here,  go  5   the  de/k,  the  purfe ;  fweet  now, 

Luc.  How  haft  thou  loft  thy  breath  ?        [make  halte, 

5.  Dro.  By  rnnning  faft. 

Adr.  Where  is  thy  mafter,  Dromio  f.  is  he  well  ? 

S.  Dro.  No  5  he's  in  Tartar  Limbo,  worfe  than  hell  ? 
A  devil  in  an  everlafting  garment  hath  him, 
One  whofe  hard  heart  is  button'd  up  with  fteel : 
A  fiend,  a  fury,  pitilefs  and  rough, 
A  wolf,  nay,  worfe,  a  fellow  ali  in  buff  5 
A  back- friend,  a  fhoulder-clapper,  one  that  commands 
The  pafTages  of  alleys,  creeks,  and  narrow  Janets  j 
A  hound  that  runs  counter,  and  yet  draws  dry-root  we"  j: 
One  that  before  the  judgment  carries  poor  fools  tolreil>- 

Adr.  Why,  man,  what  if  fee.  matte*  I 
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S.  Dro,  I  do  not  know  the  matter  5  he  is  retted  on  the 
cafe. 

Adr.  What  is  he  arreted  ?  tell  me  at  whofe  fuit  ? 

S.  Dro.  I  know  not  at  whofe  fuit  he  is  arretted  ;  but  he's 
in  a  fuit  of  buff  which  retted  him,  that  I  can  tell.  Will 
you  lend  him,  mitt refs,  redemption,  the  mony  is  in  thedelk  ? 

Adr.  Go  fetch  it,  fitter.  This  I  wonder  at,  [Exit  Luc. 
That  he  unknown  to  me  mould  be  in  debt. 
Tell  me,  was  he  arretted  on  a  bond  ? 

S.  Dro.  Not  on  a  bond,  but  on  a  ftronger  thing, 
A  chain,  a  chain  j  do  you  not  hear  it  ring  ? 

Adr.  What,  the  chain  ? 

Dro*  No,  no ;  the  bell  5  'tis  time  that  I  were  gone.* 
Enter  Luciana. 

Adr.  Go,  Dromio  5  there's  the  mony,  bear  it  ftrait, 
And  bring  thy  matter  home  immediately. 
Come,  fitter,  1  am  preft  down  with  conceit  j 

Conceit,  my  comfort  and  my  injuTy.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    V.     The  Street. 
Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 

S.  Ant.  There's  not  a  man  I  meet  but  doth  falute  me> 
As  if  I  were  their  well-acquainted  friend  j 
And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  name. 
Some  tender  mony  to  me,  fome  invite  me  5 
Some  other  give  me  thanks  for*  kindnelYcs  j 
Some  offer  me  commodities  to  buy. 
Ev'n  now  a  taylor  call'd  me  in  his  mop, 
And  fliow'd  me  filks  that  he  had  bought  for  me. 
And  therewithal  took  meafure  of  my  body. 
Sure  thefe  are  but  imaginary  wiles, 
And  Lapland  forcerers  inhabit  here. 

•-—  that  I  were  gpne. 

It  was  two  ere  I  left  him,  and  now  tke  clock  ttriktt  ob*< 
Mr.  The  houip  come  back !  that  I  did  never  hear- 
S.Drt.  O  yes,  if  any  hour  meet  a  ferjeant,  it  turn*  back  for 
very  fear. 

A As  if  Time  were  in  debt!  how  fondly  doft  thoureafonj 
S.Dr$.  Time  is  a  very  bankrout,  »nd  owe*  more  than  he's  worth. 
Nay,  he's  a  thief  too  ;  have  you  not  heard  men  fay, 
That  Time  cornel  ftcalmgon  by  night  and  day  ? 
If  Tim\>t  in  debt  and  theft,  and  a  ferjeant  in  the  way, 
Hach  he  nut  reafon  to  turn  back  an  hour  in  a  day  ? 
E*ttrt  Sec. 

K  z  Enter 
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Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  here's  the  gold  you  fent  me  for;  what, 
have  you  got  rid  of  the  picture  of  oi&Adam  new  apparel' d  ?* 

S.  Ant.  What  gold  is  this  ?  what  Adam  doft  thou  mean  ? 

S.  Dro.  Not  that  Adam  that  kept  the  paradife,  but  that 
Adam  that  keeps  the  prifon  5  he  that  goes  in  the  calves- 
ikin  that  was  kilTd  for  the  prodigal  5  he  that  came  behind 
you,  Sir,  like  an  evil  angel,  and  bid  you  forfake  your  li- 
berty. 

S.  Ant.  I  understand  thee  not. 

S.  Dro.  No  ?  why  'tis  a  plain  cafe  5  he  that  went  like 
a  bife-viol  in  a  cafe  of  leather  5  the  man,  Sir,  that  when 
gentlemen  are  tired  gives  them  a  bob,  and  f  refts  them  ; 
he,  Sir,  that  takes  pity  on  decay'dmen,  and  gives  them 
fuits  of  durance  ;  he  that  fets  up  his  f  reft  to  do  more  cx«* 
ploits  with  his  mace,  than  a  **  Mauri Ve-pike. 

S.  Ant.  What  !  thou  mean'ft  an  officer  ? 

S.  Dro.  Ay,  Sir,  the  ferjeant  of  the  band  ;  he  that 
brings  any  man  to  anfwer  that  breaks  his  bond  j  one  that 
thinks  a  man  always  going  to  bed,  and  faith,  God  give  you 
good  reft ! 

S.  Ant.  Well,  Sir,  there  reft  in  your  foolery. 
Is  there  any  fhip  puts  forth  to-night  ?  may  we  be  gone  ? 

S.  Dro.  Why,  Sir,  I  brought  you  word  an  hour  fince, 
that  the  bark  Expedition  puts  forth  to-night,  and  then  were 
you  hinder'd  by  the  ferjeant,  to  tarry  for  the  hoy  Delay  5 
here  are  the  angels  that  you  fent  for,  to  deliver  you, 

5.  Ant.  The  fellow  is  diftract,  and  fo  am  I, 
And  here  we  wander  in  illufions ; 
Some  bleffed  power  deliver  us  from  hence  ! 

S  C  E  N  £    VI.    Enter  a  Courtezan* 

Cour.  Well  met,  well  met,  mafter  Antipholis. 
I  fee,  Sir,  you  have  found  the  goldfmith  now : 
Is  that  the  chain  you  promised  me  to-day  ? 

*  Alluding  to  theCoatof tf£wjmadefor^<WaftertheFall,an<l 
the  Uathtrn  Coat  worn  by  the  Officer  who  made  thearreft. 

t  In  refis  and  reft  is  intended  a  quibble  for  arrefts  and  arrtji. 

**  Alluding  to  the  Tib-men  in  Prince  Maurtic*  army,  which 
were  a  famous  body  of  Solders  at  that  time. 

S.  AnU 
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S,  Ant.  Satan,  avoid!  I  charge  thee  tempt  me  not.* 

Cour.  Give  me  the  ring  of  mine  you  had  at  dinner, 
Or  for  my  diamond  the  chain  you  promis'd, 
And  1*11  be  gone,  Sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

S.  Dro.  Some  devils  afk  but  the  parings  of  one's  nail,  a 
rufh,  a  hair,  a  drop  of  blood,  a  pin,  a  nut,  a  cherry-ftone  $ 
but  me  more  covetous  would  have  a  chain.  Maftcr,  be 
wife  ;  a«  if  you  give  it  her,  the  devil  will  make  her  chain, 
and  fright  us  with  it. 

Cour,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  my  ring,  or  elfe  the  chain  f 
I  hope  you  dp  not  mean  to  cheat  me  fo. 

S.  Ant.  Avant,  thou  witch !  come,  Dromio,  let  us  go.  f 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  VII. 

Cour.  Now  out  of  doubt  AntiphoUs  is  mad, 
Elfe  would  he  never  fo  demean  himfelf. 
A  ring  he  hath  of  mine  worth  forty  ducats, 
And  for  the  fame  he  promis'd  me  a  chain  j 
Both  one  and  other  he  denies  me  now. 
The  reafort  that  I  gather  he  is  mad, 
(Befides  this  prefent  inftance  of  his  rage) 
Is  a  mad  tale  he  told  to-day  at  dinner, 

#  •--  tempt  mc  not. 

S.Dr:  Mafter,  is  this  miftrefa  Satan? 

S-  Ant.  It  is  the  devil. 

S.Dro.  Nay>  flie  is  worfe,  flic's  the  devil's  dam;  and  here  (he 
comes  in  the  habit  of  a  light  wench,  and  thereof  come*  that  the 
wenches  fay,  God  dam  me,  that's  as  much  as  to  fiy,  God  make 
me  a  light  wench.  It  is  written,  they  appear  to  men  like  angels  of 
light  ;  light  is  aneffc&  of  fire,  end  fire  wiU  burn;  trg3t  light 
wenches  will  burn  j  come  not  near  her. 

Ctttr.  Your  man  and  you  are  marvellous  merry,  Sir. 
Will  you  go  \^ith  me,  we'll  mend  our  dinner  here? 

S .  Dvo.  Ma  hr,  if  you  do  expert  fpoon-meat.bcfpca.k*  long  fpoon. 

S.Ant.  Why,  Droniit* 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  he  rauft  have  a  long  fpoou  thai  rnuflt  eat  wi*h  tha 
devil, 

S.Ant.  Avoid,  thou  fiend!  what  teli'ft  thou  me  of  Tapping? 
Thou  art  (as  you  are  all)  a  forctrek: 
I  conjure  thee  to  leave  me  and  be  gone. 

C*ur.  Give  me,  &c. 

t   let  us  go, 

S.Drt,  Fiy  pr  de,  fays  the  peacoefc    miftref*, '  that  you  k  u*v, 
SCENE  V1J, 

K3  Of 
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I  Of  his  own  doors  being  mut  againft  his  entrance* 
Belike  his  wife  acquainted  with  his  fits 
On  purpofe  fhut  the  doors  againft  his  way. 
My  way  is  now  to  hie  home  to  his  houfe, 
And  tell  his  wife  that  being  lunatick 
He  rufh'd  into  my  houfe,  and  took  perforce 
My  ring  away.    This  courfe  I  fitteft  chufe, 
For  forty  ducats  is  too  much  to  lofe.  [Exit, 
SCENE    VIII.    The  Street. 
Enter  Antipholis  o/*Ephefus  with  a  Jailor* 
E.  Ant.  Fear  me  not,  man  5  I  will  not  break  away  $ 
Til  give  thee,  ere  I  leave  thee,  fo  much  mony, 
To  warrant  thee,  as  I  am  'refted  for. 
My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to-day, 
And  will  not  lightly  truft  the  melTenger. 
That  I  fhould  be  attach/ d  in  Epbefus, 
I  tell  you  'twill  found  harfhly  in  her  ears. 

Enter  Dromio  efEphefus  ivitb  a  rope's-end. 
Here  comes  my  man,  I  think  he  brings  the  mony. 
How  now,  Sir,  have  you  that  I  lent  you  for  ? 

E.  Dro.  Here's  that  I  warrant  you  wil^pay  them  all. 
E.  Ant.  But  where's  the  mony? 
E.  Dro.  Why,  Sir,  I  gave  the  mony  for  the  rope. 
E.  Sint.  Five  hundred  ducats,  villain,  for  a  rope  ? 
E.  Dro.  I'll  ferve  you,  Sir,  five  hundred  at  the  rate. 
E .  Ant.  To  what  end  did  I  bid  thee  hie  thee  home  ? 
E.  Dro.  To  a  rope's-end,  Sir,  and  to  that  end  am  I  re- 
turn'd. 

E.  Ant.  And  to  that  end,  Sir,  I  will  welcome  you. 

[Beats  Dro. 

Offi.  Good  Sir,  be  patient. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  'tis  for  me  to  be  patient,  I  am  in  adverfity. 

Offi.  Gcod  now,  hold  thy  tongue. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  lather  perfuade  him  to  hold  his  hands. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  whorefon,  fenklefs  villain ! 

£.  Dro.  I  would  I  were  fenielefs,  Sir,  that  I  might  not 
feel  your  blows. 

E:  Ant.  Thou  art  fenfible  in  nothing  but  blows,  andfo 
is  an  afs. 

E.  Drc.  I  am  an  afs  indeed,  you  may  prove  it  by  my 
long  ars.    1  have  ferved  him  from  the  hour  ©fmy  nativity 
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to  this  inftant,  and  have  nothing  at  his  hands  for  my  fervice 
but  blows.  When  I  am  cold,  he  heats  me  with  beating  ; 
when  I  am  warm,  he  cools  me  with  beating  ;  I  am  wak'd 
with  it  when  I  fleep,  rais'd  with  it  when  I  fit,  driven  out 
of  doors  with  it  when  I  go  from  home,  welcom'd  home 
with  it  when  I  return  $  nay,  I  bear  it  on  my  moulders,  as 
a  beggar  wont  her  brat $  and  I  think  when  he  hath  lam'd 
me,  I  mail  beg  with  it  from  door  to  door. 

SCENE  IX. 
Enter  Adriana,  Luciana,  Courtexan  and  Pinch. 
E.  Ant.  Come,  go  along  5  my  wife  is  coming  yonder, 
E.  Dro.  Miftrefs,  refpice  finem>  refpect  your  end,  or  ra- 
ther prophelie  like  a  parrot  *,  beware  the  rope's-end. 
E.  Ant.  Wilt  thou  ftill  talk  ?  [Beats  Dro, 

Cour.  How  fay  you  now  ?  is  not  your  hulband  mad  ? 
Adr.  His  incivility  confirms  no  lefs. 
Good  doctor  Pinch,  you  are  a  conjurer, 
"EftabHm  him  in  his  true  fenfe  again, 
And  I  will  pleafe  you  in  what  you  will  demand. 
Luc.  Alas,  how  fiery  and  how  lharp  he  looks  ! 
Cour.  Mark  how  he  trembles  in  his  ecftafie  ! 
Pinch.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  let  me  feel  your  pulfe, 
E.  Ant.  There  is  my  hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  ear. 
Pinch,  I  charge  thee,  Satan,  hous'd  within  this  man# 
To  yield  poiTeflion  to  my  holy  prayers, 
And  to  thy  ftate  of  darknefs  hie  thee  ftrait, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  faints  in  heav'n. 

E.  Ant.  Peace,  doating  wizard,  peace,  I  am  not  mad* 
Adr,  Oh  that  thou  wert  not,  poor  diftreiTed  foul ! 
E.  Ant.  You  minion  you,  are  thefe  your  cuftomers  ? 
Did  this  companion  with  the  iaffron  face 
Revel  and  feaft  it  at  my  houfe  to-day, 
Whilft  upon  me  the  guilty  doors  were  (hut, 
And  JL  deny'd  to  enter  in  my  houfe  ? 

Adr.  Oh  hulb&nd,  Cod  doth  know  you  cmd  at  home, 
Where  would  you  had  remain'd  until  this  time, 
Free  from  theft  flandeis  and  this  open  iliame. 

E.Axt,  Din'd  I  at  home  ?  thou  villain,  what  fay 'it  thou? 

A.  Dr)> 

*  It  was  a  word  which  was  taught  to  Parrots  to  throw  out  by 
.way  oi  abufe  upon  people  as  they  pafled  along,  A  ar»j*. 
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E.  Dro.  Sir,  footh  to  fay,  you  did  not  dine  at  home* 
E.  Ant.  Were  not  my  doors  lock'd  up,  and  I  fhut  out  ? 
E.Dro.  Perdie,your  doors  were  lock'd,  and  you  fhutout, 
E.  Ant.  And  did  not  fhe  herfelf  revile  me  there  ? 
E.  Dro.  Sans  fable,  fhe  herfelf  revil'd  you  there. 
E.  Ant.  Did  not  her  kitchen-maid  rail,  taunt,  and  fcora 
me  ? 

E.  Dro.  Certcs  fhe  did,  the  kitchen-veftal  fcorn'd  you, 

E.  Ant.  And  did  not  I  in  rage  depart  from  thence  ? 

E.  Dro.  In  verity  you  did,  my  bones  bear  witnefs, 
That  fince  have  felt  the  vigour  of  your  rage. 

Adr.  Is't  good  to  footh  him  in  thefe  contraries  ? 

Pinch.  It  is  no  fliame  j  the  fellow  finds  his  vein, 
And  yielding  to  him,  humours  well  his  frenzy. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  haft  fubornM  the  goldfmith  to  arreft  me, 

Adr,  Alas,  I  fent  you  mony  to  redeem  you, 
By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  hafte  for  it. 

E.  Dro,  Mony  by  me  ?  heart  and  good-will  you  might, 
But  furely,  mafter,  nor  a  rag  of  mony. 

E.  Ent.  Went'ft  not  thou  to  her  for  a  purfe  of  ducats  ? 

Adr.  He  came  to  me,  and  I  delivered  it. 

Luc.  And  I  am  witnefs  with  her  that  fhe  did. 

E.  Dro.  God  and  the  rope-maker  do  bear  me  witnefs, 
That  I  was  fent  for  nothing  but  a  rope. 

Pinch.  Miftrefs,  both  man  and  mafter  are  pofTeft, 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  looks  ; 
They  muft  be  bound  and  laid  in  fome  dark  room. 

E.Ant.  Say,  wherefore  didft  thou  lock  me  fcrth  to-day, 
And  why  do  ft  thou  deny  the  bag  of  gold  ? 

Adr.  I  did  not,  gentle  hufband,  lock  thee  forth, 

E.  Dro.  And,  gentle  mafter,  I  received  no  gold, 
But  Iconfefs,  Sir,  that  we  were  lock'd  out. 

Adr.  DhTcmbhng  villain,  thou  fpcak'fl:  fnlfe  in  both* 

E.  Ant.  DilTemblir.g  harlot,  thou  art  falfe  in  all, 
And  art  confederate  with  a  damned  pack, 
To  make  a  loathfbme  abject  fcorn  of  me  : 
But  with  thefe  nails  I'll  pluck  out  thofe  falfe  eyes, 
That  would  behold  in  me  this  fhameful  fport. 

Enter  three  or  four ,  and  offer  to  bind  him  :  he  flrives* 

dir%  Qh,  bind  hilP,  biftd  to*  k\  km  A9>  cewe  near  me* 

Fintb* 
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Pinch.  More  company,  the  fiend  is  ftrong  within  him. 
Luc.  Ay  me,  poor  man,  how  pale  and  wan  he  looks ! 
E.  Ant.  What,  will  you  murther  me  ?  thou  jailor  thou, 
I  am  thy  prifoner,  wilt  thou  fuffer  them 
To  make  a  refcue  ? 

Offi.  Mafters ;  let  him  go : 
He  is  my  prifoner,  and  you  fhall  not  have  him. 
Pinch.  Go  bind  this  man,  for  he  is  frantick  too, 
Adr.  What  wilt  thou  do,  thou  pee  vim  officer  ? 
Haft  thou  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  man 
Do  outrage  and  difpleafure  to  himfelf  ? 

Offi.  He  is  my  prifoner  5  if  I  let  him  go, 
The  debt  he  owes  will  be  required  of  me. 

Adr.  I  will  difcharge  thee,  ere  I  go  from  thee  5 
Bear  me  forthwith  unto  his  creditor, [They  bind  Ant.andDxQ* 
And  knowing  how  the  debt  grows  I  will  pay  it. 
Good  mafter  doclor,  fee  him  fafe  convey'd 
Home  to  my  houfe.    Oh  moll  unhappy  day  ! 
E.  Ant.  Oh  moft  unhappy  ftrumpet ! 
E.  Dro.  Mafter,  I'm  here  enter' d  in  bond  for  you. 
E.  Ant.  Out  on  thee,  villain  !  wherefore  dolt  thou  mad 
me  ? 

E.  Dro.  Will  you  be  bound  for  nothing  thus  ?  be  mad, 
Good  mafter,  cry  the  devil. 

Luc,  God  help,  poor  fouls,  how  idly  do  they  talk  ! 
Adr.  Go  bear  him  hence  ;  lifter,  ftay  you  with  me. 
Say  now,  whofe  fuit  is  he  arrefted  at  ? 

[Exeunt  Pinch,  Ant.  and  Dro» 
SCENE  X. 
Manent  Officer,  Adri.  Luci.  and  Courtezan. 
Offi.  One  Angelo,  agoldfmith  5  do  you  know  him  ? 
Adr.  I  know  the  man  5  what  is  the  fura  he  owes  ? 
Offi.  Two  hundred  ducats. 
Adi\  Say  how  grows  it  due  ? 
Offi.  Due  for  a  chain  your  hufband  had  of  him. 
Adr.  He  did  befpeak  a  chain,  but  had  it  not. 
Cour,  When  as  your  hufband  all  in  rage  to-day  , 
Came  to  my  houfe,  and  took  away  my  ring, 
(The  ring  I  faw  upon  his  finger  now) 
Strait  after  did  I  meet  him  with  a  chain. 

Adr. 
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Who  give  their  eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  thefe  forrows  is  he  fubjecT:  to  ? 

Adr.  To  none  of  thefe,  except  it  be  the  laft, 
Namely,  fome  love  that  drew  him  oft  from  home. 
Abb.  You  mould  for  that  have  reprehended  him. 
Adr.  Why,  fo  I  did. 
Abb.  Ay,  but  not  rough  enough. 
Adr*  As  roughly  as  my  modefty  would  let  me. 
Abb,  Haply  in  private. 
Adr.  And  in  aflemblies  too. 
Abb,  Ay,  ay,  but  not  enough. 
Adr.  It  was  the  copy  *  of  our  conference. 
In  bed  he  flept  not  for  my  urging  it, 
At  board  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
Alone  it  was  the  fubjecl  of  my  theam  5 
In  company  I  often  glancM  at  it ; 
Still  did  I  tell  him  it  was  vile  and  bad. 

Abb.  And  thereof  came  it  that  the  man  was  mad. 
The  venom*  d  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poifon  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog's  tooth. 
It  feems  his  fleeps  were  hinder'd  by  thy  railing, 
And  thereef  comes  it  that  his  head  is  light. 
Thou  fay*ft  his  meat  was  faucM  with  thy  upbraidings, 
Unquiet  meals  make  ill  digeftions, 
Thereof  the  raging  fire  of  fever  bred  ; 
And  what's  a  fever  but  a  fit  of  madnefs  ? 
Thou  fay' ft  his  fports  were  hindered  by  thy  brawls. 
Sweet  recreation  barr'd,  what  doth  enfue, 
But  moody,  moping,  and  dull  melancholy, 
A'kinto  grim  and  comfortlefs  defpair, 
And  at  her  heels  a  huge  infectious  troop 
Of  pale  diftemperatures,  and  foes  to  life  ? 
In  food,  in  fport,  in  life-preferving  reft 
To  be  difturb'd  would  mad  or  man  or  beaft  : 
The  confequence  is  then,  thy  jealous  fits 
Have  fcar'd  thy  hufband  from  the  ufe  of  wits. 

Luc.  She  never  reprehended  him  but  mildly, 
When  he  demean' d  himfelf  rough,  rude  and  wildly. 

Why 

*  By  copy  here  is  to  be  underftood  dhundance,  fulntfi>  as  cofia  fig' 
nines  in  Latin :  and  in  this  fcnfe  Bcn.Jofofm  and  other  Authors  0: 
that  time  frequently  nfdt. 
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Why  bear  you  thefe  rebukes,  and  ahfwer  not  ? 

Adr.  She  did  betray  me  to  my  tfw;*  reproof. 
Good  people,  enter  and  lay  hold  on  him* 

Abb.  No,  not  a  creature,  enters  in  my  houfe, 

Adr.  Then  let  your  fervants  bring  my  hufband  forth. 

Abb,  Neither  5  he  took  this  place  for  fandtuary, 
And  it  fliall  privilege  him  from  your  hands, 
'Till  I  have  brought  him  to  his  wits  again, 
Or  lofe  my  labour  in  allaying  it. 

Adr.  I  will  attend  my  hufband,  be  his  nurfe, 
Diet  his  ficknefs,  for  it  is  my  office, 
And  will  have  no  attorney  but  my  felf, 
And  therefore  let  me  have  him  home  with  me* 
•  Abb.  Be  patient,  for  I  will  not  let  him  ftir, 
*Till  I  have  us'd  th*  approved  means  I  have, 
With  wholfome  fyrups,  drugs,  and  holy  prayers 
To  make  of  him  a  formal  man  again ; 
It  is  a  branch  and  parcel  of  my  oath, 
A  charitable  duty  of  my  order  ; 
Therefore  depart  and  leave  him  here  with  me. 

Adr.  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  hufband  here  j 
And  ill  it  doth  befeem  your  holinefs 
To  feparate  the  hufband  and  the  wife. 

Abb.  Be  quiet  and  depart,  thou  fhalt  not  have  him. 

{Exit  Abb. 

Luc.  Complain1  unto  the  Duke  of  this  indignity. 

Adr.  Come  go,  I  will  fall  proftrate  at  his  feet, 
And  never  rife,  until  my  tears  and  prayers 
Have  won  his  grace  to  come  in  perfon  hither, 
And  take  perforce  my  hufband  from  the  Abbefs. 

Enter  Merchant  and  Angelo. 

Mer.  By  this  I  think  the  dial  points  at  five : 
Anon  I'm  fure  the  Duke  himfelf  in  perfon 
Comes  this  way  to  the  melancholy  vale, 
The  place  of  death  and  forry  execution, 
Behind  the  ditches  of  the  abbey  here. 

Ang.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Mer.  To  fee  a  reverend  Syracufan  merchant, 
Who  ptrt  unluckily  into  this  bay 
Againft  the  laws  and  ftatutes  of  this  town, 

Vol,  II,  L  Beheaaec 
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Beheaded  publickly  for  his  offence. 

Ang.  See  where  they  come,  we  will  behold  his  death* 

Luc.  Kneel  to  the  Duke  before  he  pafs  the  abbey. 

SCENE   HI.    Enter  the  Duke,  and  ^Egeon  bare*, 
headed,  ivitb  the  Headftnany  and  other  Officers* 

Duke.  Yet  once  again  proclaim  it  publickly, 
If  any  friend  will  pay  the  fum  for  him 
He  fliali  not  die,  fo  much  we  tender  him. 

Adr.  Juftice,  moft  facred  Duke,  againft  the  Abbefs» 

Duke.  Shs  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  lady  ; 
It  cannot  be  that  me  hath  done  thee  wrong. 

Adr.  May  it  pleafe  yourprape,  Antifholii  my  hufband, 
Whom  I  made  lord  of  me  and  all  I  had 
At  your  important  letters,  this  ill  day 
A  moft  outrageous  lit  of  madnefs  took  him, 
That  defp'rately  he  hurry'd  through  the  ftreet, 
With  him  his  bondman  all  as  mad  as  he, 
Doing  difpleafure  to  the  citizens 
By  ruining  in  their  houfes  j  bearing  thence 
Rings,  jewels>  any  thing  his  rage  did  like- 
Once  did  I  get  him  bound,  and  fent  him  home, 
Whilft  to  take  order  from  the  wrongs  I  went, 
That  here  and  there  his  fury  had  committed  : 
Anon,  I  wot  not  by  what  ftrong  efcape, 
He  broke  from  thole  that  had  the  guard  of  him, 
And  with  his  mad  attendant  mad  himfelf, 
Each  one  with  ireful  paflion,  with  drawn  fwords 
Met  us  again,  and  madly  bent  on  us 
Chas'd  us  away  5  till  railing  of  more  aid 
We  came  again  to  bind  them  ;  then  they  fled 
Into  this  abbey,  whitht-r  we  purfu'd  them, 
And  here  the  Abbefs  fhuts  the  gates  cn  us. 
And  will  not  fuffer  us  to  fetch  him  out, 
Nor  fend  him  forth  that  we  may  bear  him  hence* n 
Therefore,  moft  gracious  Duke,  with  thy  command, 
Let  him  be  brought  forth,  and  born  hence  for  help. 

Duke.  Long  fince  thy  hufband  ferv'd  me  in  my  wars, 
And  I  to  thee  engaged  a  Prince's  word, 
When  thou  didft  make  him  matter  of  thy  bed, 
To  do  him  all  the  grace  and  geod  I  could. 
Go  fome  of  you  knock  at  the-abbey  gate,  And 


The  Comedy  of  Errors.  123 

And  bid  the  lady  Abbefs  come  to  me. 
I  will  determine  this  before  I  ftir. 

SCENE    IV.     Eriter  a  Mcjfengcr. 

Mej[f.  O  miftrefs,  miftrefs,  fhift  and  fave  your  felf  $ 
Iviy  matter  and  his  man  are  both  broke  loofe, 
Beaten  the  maids  a,-row,  and  bound  the  doctor, 
Whofe  beard  they  have  fing'd  off  with  brands  of  fire  j 
And  ever  as  it  blazM,  they  threw  on  him 
Great  pails  of  puddled  mire  to  quench  the  hair  : 
My  matter  preaches  patience  to  him,  the  while 
His  man  with  fciiTars  nicks  him  like  a  fool : 
And  fure,  unlefs  you  fend  fome  prefent  help, 
Between  them  they  will  kill  the  conjurer. 

Air.  Peace,  fool,  thy  matter  and  his  man  are  here, 
And  that  is  falfe  thou  doft  report  to  us. 

MejJ\  Miftrefs,  upon  my  life  I  tell  you  true, 
I  have  not  breath'd  almoft  fince  I  did  fee  it. 
He  crys  for  you,  and  vows  if  he  can  take  you, 
To  fcorch  your  face,  and  to  disfigure  you.     [Cry  'within* 
Hark,  hark,  I  hear  him,  miftrefs  j  fly,  be  gone. 

Duke.  Come,  ftand  by  me,  fear  nothing :  guard  with 
halberds. 

Air.  Ay  me,  it  is  my  hufhand  ;  witnefs  you, 
That  he  is  born  about  invifible. 
Xv'n  now  we  hous'd  him  in  the  abbey  here, 
And  now  he's  there,  paft  thought  of  human  reafon^ 
x  SCENE  V. 

Enter  Antipholis  ani  Dromio  of  Ephefus.  « 
E.Ant.  Juftiee,  moft  gracious  Duke,  oh,  grant  me  juftiee., 
Even  for  the  fervice  that  long  fince  I  did  thee, 
"When  I  beftrid  thee  in  the  wars,  and  took 
Deep  fears  to  fave  thy  life,  even  for  the  blood 
That  then  I  loft  for  thee,  now  grant  me  juftiee. 

Mgeon,  Unlefs  the  fear  of  death  doth  make  me  dote, 
I  fee  my  fon  Antipholis  and  Dromio. 

E.  Ant.  Juftiee,  fweet  Prince,  againft  that  woman  there  5 
She  whom  thou  gav'ft  to  me  to  be  my  wife  $ 
That  hath  abufed  and  diftionour'd  me, 
Ev*n  in  the  ftrength  and  height  of  injury  ; 
Beyond  imagination  is  the  wrong 

L  2  *  "That 
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That  /he  this  day  hath  fhamelefs  thrown  on  me* 

Duke,  Difcover  how,  and  thou  /halt  find  me  juft, 

E,  Ant,  This  day,  great  Duke,  fhe  fhut  the  doors  upon  me  \ 
Whilft  ihe  with  harlots  feafted  in  my  houfe. 

Duke,  A  grievous  fault  j  fay,  woman ,  didft  thou  fo  ? 

Adr.  No,  my  good  Lord  :  myfelf,  he  and  my  fifter, 
Eid  dine  together :  fo  befall  my  foul,  gj 
As  this  is  falfe  he  burthens  me  withafl 

Luc.  Ne'er  may  I  look  on  day,  nor  fleep  on  ni|ht, 
But  /he  tells  to  your  Highnefs  fimple  truth ! 

Angt  O  perjured  woman,  they  are  both  forfworn« 
In  this  the  mad-man  juftly  chargeth  them. 

E.  Ant,  My  Liege,  I  am  advifed  what  I  fay, 
Neither  difturb'd  with  the  effect  of  wine, 
Kor  heady-rafti  provok'd  with  raging  ire, 
Albeit  my  wrongs  might  make  one  wifer  mad. 
This  woman  lock'd  me  out  this  day  from  dinner  5  „ 
That  goldfmith  there,  were  he  not  pack'd  with  hcr> 
Could  witnefs  it ;  for  he  was  with  me  then, 
*Who  parted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  chain, 
Promifing  to  bring  it  to  the  Porcupine 
"Where  Balthaxar  and  I  did  dine  together. 
Our  dinner  done,  and  he  not  coming  hither, 
1  went  to  feek  him  ;  in  the  ftreet  I  met  him, 
And  in  his  company  that  gentleman. 
There  did  this  perjur'd  goldfmith  fwear  me  down,, 
That  I  this  day  from  him  receivM  the  chain, 
V/hich,  God  he  knows,  I  faw  not ;  for  the  which 
He  did  arreft  me  with  an  officer. 
3  did  obey,  and  fent  my  peafant  home 
Tor  certain  ducats  j  he  with  none  rcturnM. 
Then  fairly  I  befpoke  the  officer 
To  go  in  perfon  with  me  to  my  houfe. 
By  th'  way  we  met  my  wife,  her  fitter,  and 
A  rabble  more  of  vile  confederates j 
They  brought  one  Pinch,  a  hungry  lean-fae'd  villain, 
A  meer  anatomy,  a  mountebank, 
A  thread-bare  juggler,  and  a  fortune-teller, 
A  needy,  hollo w-ey'd  fharp- looking  wretch, 
A  living  dead  man.   This  pernicious  flav* 

JFerfooth 
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Forfooth  took  on  him  as  a  conjurer  $ 
And  gazing  in  my  eyes,  feeling  my  pulfe, 
And  with  no  face,  as  'twere,  out-facing  me, 
Cries  out,  I  was  porTeft.    Then  all  together 
They  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  bore  me  thence, 
And  in  a  dark  and  dankifh  vault  at  home 
There  left  me  and  my  man,  both  bound  together  5 
'Till  gnawing  with  my  teeth  my  bonds  afunder, 
I  gain'd  my  freedom,  and  immediately 
Ran  hither  to  your  Grace,  whom  I  befecch 
To  give  me  ample  fatisfaclion 
For  thefe  deep  frames  and  great  indignities. 

Ang.  My  Lord,  in  truth  thus  far  I  witne(s  with  him  ; 
That  he  dinM  not  at  home,  but  was  lock'd  out. 
Dyke.  But  had  he  fuch  a  chain  of  thee,  or  no  ? 
Ang*  He  had,  my  Lord  5  and  when  he  ran  in  here, 
Thefe  people  law  the  chain  about  his  neck. 

Mer.  Befides,  I  will  be  fworn  thefe  ears  of  mine 
Heard  you  confefs  you  had  the  chain  of  him, 
After  you  firft  forfwore  it  on  the  mart, 
And  thereupon  I  drew  my  fword  on  you  $ 
And  then  you  fled  into  this  abbey  here, 
From  whence  I  think  you're  come  by  miracle. 

E,  Ant.  I  never  came  within  thefe  abbey-walls. 
Nor  ever  didft  thou  draw  the  fword  on  me  : 
I  never  faw  the  chain,  fo  help  me  heav'n  ! 
And  this  is  falfe  you  burthen  me  withal. 

Duke.  Why,  what  an  intricate  impeach  is  this  ? 
I  think  you  all  have  drunk  of  Circe's  cup : 
If  here  you  hous'd  him,  here  he  would  have  been. 
If  he  were  mad,  he  would  not  ple2d  fo  coldly  : 
You  fay  hedin'd  at  home,  the  goldfmith  here 
Denies  that  faying.    Sirrah,  what  fay  you? 

E.  Dro.  Sir,  he  din'd  with  her  there,  at  the  Porcupine 
Cow.  He  did,  and  from  my  finger  match1  d  that  ring. 
E.  Ant.  "l  is  true,  my  Liege,  this  ring  I  had  of  her. 
Duke.  Saw'ft  thou  him  enter  at  the  abbey  here  ? 
Cour.  As  lure,  my  Liege,  as  I  do  fee  your  Grace. 
Duke,  Why,  this  is  flrange  5  go  call  the  Abbels  hither 
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I  think  you  are  all  mated,  or  ftark  mad. 

[ExitonetotbtAbbefs, 
SCENE  VI. 

JEgeon.  Moft  mighty  Duke,  vouchsafe  me  fpeak  a  wort  % 
Haply  I  fee  a  friend  will  fave  my  life, 
And  pay  the  fum  that  may  deliver  me. 

Duke,  Speak  freely,  Syracufan,  what  thou  wilt. 

JEgeon.  Is  not  your  name,  Sir,  call'd  Antipholis  t 
And  is  not  that  your  bondman  Dromio  ? 

E.  Dro.  Within  this  hour  I  was  his  bond-man,  Sir^ 
But  he,  I  thank  him,  gnaw'd  in  two  my  cords, 
Now  am  I  Dromio ,  and  his  man  unbound. 

JEgeon,  I  am  fure  both  of  you  remember  me. 

E%  Dro,  Our  felves  we  do  remember,  Sir,  by  you  j 
For  lately  we  were  bound  as  you  are  now. 
You  are  not  Pincbys  patient,  are  you,  Sir  ? 

JEgeon.V/hy  look  you  ftrange  on  me  ?  you  know  me  well, 

E,  Ant.  I  never  faw  you  in  my  life  *  till  now. 

JEgeon.  Oh !  grief  hath  chang'd  me  fince  you  faw  me 
And  careful  hours  with  time's  deformed  hand  Daft, 
Have  written  ftrange  defeatures  in  my  face  ; 
But  tell  me  yet,  doft  thou  not  know  my  voice  ? 

E.Ant.  Neither. 

JEgeon.  Dromio,  nor  thou  ? 

E.  Dro,  No,  truft  me,  nor  I. 

JEgeon.  I  am  fure  thou  doft. 

E.  Dro.  But  I  am  fure  I  do  not ;  and  whatfoever- 
A  man  denies,  you  are  now  bound  to  believe  him. 

ASgeon.  Not  know  my  voice  !  oh  time's  extremity  f 
Haft  thou  fo  crack'd  and  fplitted  my  poor  tongue 
In  fevcn  Khort  year?,  that  here  my  only  fon 
Knows  not  my  feeble  key  of  untun'd  cares  ? 
Tho'  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  bid 
In  fap-confuming  winter's  drizled  mow, 
And  all  the  conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up  j 
Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  fome  memory, 
My  wafting  lamp  fome  fading  glimmer  left  j 
My  dull  deaf  ears  a  little  ufe  to  hear  : 
All  thefe  old  witnefies,  I  cannot  err, 
Tell  me  thou  art  my  fon  Antipbolis, 

E.  Ant. 

r  ■ 
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E.  Ant.  I  never  faw  my  father  in  my  life. 
M>geon.  But  feven  years  /ince,  in  Syracufa^s  bay, 
Thou  know' ft  we  parted  ;  but  perhaps  my  Con, 
Thouiham'ft  t1  acknowledge  me  in  mifery. 

E.  Ant.  The  Duke  and  all  that  know  mc  in  the  city, 
Can  witnefs  with  me  that  it  is  not  fo  : 
I  ne'er  faw  Syracufa  in  my  life. 

Duke.  I  tell  thee,  Syracufan,  twenty  years 
Have  I  been  patron  to  Antipholis, 
During  which  time  he  ne'er  faw  Syracufa  ; 
I  Fee  thy  age  and  dangers  make  thee  dote, 
SCENE  VII. 
Enter  the  Ahbefs,  with  Antipholis  Syracufan  atdDrom  h 
Syracufan. 

Abb.  Moft  mighty  Duke,  behold  a  man  much  wrongM* 
[All gather  to  fee  tbw» 

Adr.  I  fee  two  hu/hands,  or  mine  eyes  deceive  me, 

Duke.  One  of  thefe  men  is  Genius  to  the  other  j 
And  fo  of  thefe  which  is  the  natural  man, 
Jiwd  which  the  fpirit  ?  who  deciphers  them? 

jL  Vro.  I,  Sir,  am  Dromio,  command  him  away. 

E.  Dro.  I,  Sir,  am  Dromio,  pray  let  me  ftay. 

S.  Ant.  JEgcon,  art  thou  not  ?  or  elfe  his  ghoft  ? 

S.  Dro.  Oy  my  old  matter!  who  hath  bound  him  here  ? 

Abb.  Whoever  bound  him,  I  will  loofe  his  bonds, 
And  gain  a  hufband  by  his  liberty. 
Speak,  old  JEgeony  if  thou  be*  ft  the  man 
That  badft  a  wife  once  call'd  AEmilia, 
That  bore  thee  at  a  burthen  two  fair  fons  ? 
Oh,  if  thou  be'ft  the  i'dmc.  JF.geon,  fpeak  \ 
Ann  fpeaK  unto  the  fame  /Emilia}. 

fX*h,  Why,  here  begins  his  morning  ftoiy  right  i 
Theft  two  An\ ip&fe/sj  two  fp  like, 
Aivl  thofe  two  urmifih  on?  in  femblancc  ; 
Fo  h  ficra  emerging  fronp  their  wreck  at  fca  ; 
TheJe  plainly  are  the  parents  to  thefe  children, 
Which  accidentally  are  met  together. 

.S£?:c:i.  It  I  dream  not,  thou  art  JEmiRa  ; 
tt  tfion  art  flie,  tell  me  w  here  is  that  ion 
That  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  raft.  - 


i 


1 28  The  Qomedy  of  Errors. 

Abb.  By  men  of  Epidamnum,  he  and  I, 
And  the  twin  Dromio,  all  were  taken  up  ; 
But  by  and  by  rude  fifliermen  of  Corintb 
By  force  took  Dromio  and  my  fon  from  them, 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  Epidamnum, 
What  then  became  of  them  I  cannot  tell ; 
J,  to  this  fortune  that  you  fee  me  in. 

Duke.  AntiphoiU,  thou  cam'ft  from  Corinth  firft. 

S.  Ant.  No,  Sir,  not  I,  I  came  from  Syracufe. 

Duke.  Stay,  ftand  apart,  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

E.  Ant.  I  came  from  Corinth,  my  moft  gracious  Lord, 

E.  Dro.  And  I  with  him. 

E.  Ant.  Brought  to  this  town  by  that  moft  famous  war- 
Duke  Menapbon,  your  moft  renowned  uncle.  [ri°r# 

Adr.  Which  of  you  two  did  dine  with  me  to-day  ? 

S.  Ant.  I,  gentle  miftrefs. 

Adr.  And  are  not  you  my  huflband  ? 

E*  Ant*  No,  I  fay  nay  to  that. 

S.  Ant.  And  fo  do  J,  yet  fhe  did  call  me  fo : 
And  this  fair  gentlewoman  her  fifter  here 
Did  call  me  brother.    What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope  1  fhail  have  leifure  to  make  good, 
If  this  be  not  a  dream  1  fee  and  hear. 

Ang.  That  is  the  chain,  Sir,  which  you  had  of  me* 

S.  Ant.  I  think  it  be,  Sir,  I  deny  it  not. 

E.  Ant.  And  you,  Sir,  for  this  chain  arrefted  me. 

Ang.  I  think  I  did,  Sir,  I  deny  it  not. 

Adr.  I  fent  you  mony,  Sir,  to  be  your  bail 
By  Dromio,  but  I  think  he  brought  it  not. 

E.  Dro.  No,  none  by  me. 

S.  Ant.  This  purfe  of  ducats  I  receiv'd  from  you, 
And  Dromio  my  man  did  bring  them  me  : 
I  fee  we  ftill  did. meet  each  other's  man, 
And  I  was  ta'en  for  him,  and  he  for  me, 
And  thereupon  thefe  errors  ail  aroie. 

E.  Ant.  Thefe  ducats  pawn  I  for  my  father  here. 

Duke.  It  fliall  not  need,  thy  father  hath  his  life. 

£W.  Sir,  I  mull  have  that  diamond  from  you. 

E,  Ant.  There  take  it,  and  much  thanks  for  my  good 
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Abb.  Renowned  Dulft,  vcuchfafe  to  take  the  pains 
To  go  with  us  into  the  abbey  here, 
And  hear  at  large  difcourfed  all  our  fortunes  ; 
And  all  that  are  affembled  in  this  place, 
That  by  this  fympathized  one  day's  error 
Have  fuffer'd  wrong ;  go,  keep  us  company, 
And  ye  fhall  have  full  fatisfadtion. 
Twenty  five  years  have  I  gone  in  travel 
Of  you  my  fons,  nor  'till  this  prefent  hour 
My  heavy  burthens  are  delivered  : 
The  Duke,  my  hufband,  and  my  children  both, 
And  you  the  calendars  of  their  nativity, 
Go  to  a  goflip's  feaft  and  go  with  me  j 
After  fo  long  grief  fuch  felicity  ! 

Duke,  With  all  my  heart  I'll  goflip  at  this  fe  aft, 
SCENE  VIII. 
Manent  the  tivo  Antiph.  and  tivo  Dromio's. 
S.  Dro,  Mafler,  lhall  I  fetch  your  fluff  from  fhipboard  f 
E.  Ant,  Dromio%  what  fluff  of  mine  haft  thou  embark'd  ? 
S.  Dro,  Your  goods  that  lay  at  hoft,  Sir,  in  the  Centaur* 
S,  Ant,  He  fpeaks  to  me  5  I  am  your  Mafter,  Drwio. 
Come  go  with  us,  we'll  look  to  that  anon  5 
Embrace  thy  brother  there,  rejoice  with  him. 

[Exeunt  the  tivo  Antiph. 
S.  Dro,  There  is  a  fat  friend  at  your  mafter' s  houfe, 
That  kitchen'd  me  for  you  to-day  at  dinner  : 
She  now  mall  be  my  After,  not  my  wife. 

E.Dro,  Methinks  you  are  my  glafs,  and  not  my  brother  j 
I  fee  by  you  I  am  a  fweet-fae'd  youth. 
Will  you  walk  in  to  fee  their  gofliping  ? 
S.  Dro,  Not  I,  Sir,  you're  my  elder, 
E.  Dro,  That's  a  queftion  : 
How  mall  I  try  it  ? 

S,  Dro.  We'll  draw  cuts  for  the  fenior  : 
•Till  then,  lead  thow  firft. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  then  thus—  [Embracing. 
We  came  into  the  world  like  brother  ar4  brother : 
^ninow  let's  go  hand  in  hand,  not  one  before  another. 

[Exeunt. 
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DON  PEDRO,  Prince  /Arragon. 
Leonato,  Governor  of  Meflina. 
Don  John,  Baftard- Brother  to  Don  Pedro* 
ClaudIo,  £  Lord  of  Florence,  Favourite  to  Don 

Pedro. 

Benedick,  a  young  Lard  o/Tadua,  faixufd  Ukvanfc  If 

Dpn  Pedro. 
Balthazar,  Servant  to  Don  Pedro* 
Antonio,  Brother  to  Leonato. 
Borachio,  Confident  to  Don  John. 
Co  n  R  A  d  e  ,  Friend  to  Borachio. 
Dogberry.  ?  .     t  rn^nat 
V»oE1)  '\t-wofMhJhO§c<n, 

Hero,  Daughter  to  Leonato. 
Beatrice,  Niece  to  Leonato* 
Margaret,?  t<wQ  Gentjema  atten<Hn*  cn  Hero. 
Ursula,       i  6 

A  Friar,  Mejfenger,  Watch,  Town -Clerk,  Sexton,  and 
Attendants, 

SCENE  Meffina. 
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Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 
ACT  I.   SCENE  I. 

A  Court  before  Leonato's  Houfe, 
Enter  Leonato,  Hero  and  Beatrice,  with  a  MefTenPer 

r  Learn  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Pedro  ofArr'aron 
comes  this  night  to  MeJJlna. 

Mcff.  He  is  very  near  by  this  5  he  w  as  not 
three  leagues  off  when  I  left  him. 

1.  xx-  *  Z^  How  ^y  gentlemen  have  you  loft  in 
this  action  ?  , 

Mejf.  But  few  of  any  fort,  and  none  of  name. 

Urn.  A  victory  is  twice  it  feif,  when  the  atchiever 
brings  home  full  numbers  5  I  find  here  that  Don  Pedro 
hath  beiWd  much  honour  on  a  young  Florentine,  call' d 
Ll  audio.  * 

Much  deferved  on  his  part,  and  equally  remem- 
bred  by  Don  Pedro  ;  he  hath  born  himfelf  beyond  the  pro- 
imfe  of  his  age  doing  in  the  figure  of  a  lamb  the  feats  of 
a  lion  s  he  hath  indeed  better  better'd  expetfation,  thari 
youmuftexpeftofmctotcUyouhow. 

-Sjjrf? an  UDClc  kQte  in  Mcjr""  wUlbe^ 

Mcff.  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and  there 
appe  ars  much  joy  in  him,  even  lo  much,  that  joy  could 
EEjfi*  m°dcft  en°Ugh'  withou^  badge  of  bit. 

tit*.  Did  he  break  out  into  tears  f 

Mtff.  In  great  meafure. 

**».  A  kind  »vera4W  of  kindneS*  there  are  no-facrt 
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truer  than  thofe  that  are  fo  wafli'd  ;  how  much  better  is  it 
to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping  ! 

Beat.  I  pray  you,  is  Signior  Montanto  *  return'd  from 
the  wars  or  no  ? 

Meff  I  I  know  none  of  that  name,  Lady  j  there  was  none 
/uch  in  the  army  of  any  fort. 

Lecn.  What  is  he  that  you  afk  for,  niece  ? 

Hero.  My  coulin  means  Signior  Benedick  of  Padua* 

Meff.  O,  he's  return'd,  and  as  pleafant  as  ever  he  was. 

Beat.  He  fet  up  his  bills  here  in  Mejfina,  and  challenged 
Cupid  at  the  flight ;  and  my  uncle's  fool  reading  the  chal- 
lenge, fubfcrib'd  for  Cupid,  and  challeng'd  him  at  the 
bird-bolt.  I  pray  you,  how  many  hath  he  kill'd  and  eaten 
in  thefe  wars?  but  how  many  hath  he  kill'd?  for  indeed  I 
promifed  to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

Leon.  'Faith,  niece,  you  tax  Signior  Benedick  too  much  j 
but  he'll  be  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Meff.  He  hath  done  good  fervice,  Lady,  in  thefe  wars. 

Beat.  You  had  mufty  victuals,  and  he  hath  holp  to  eat 
it ;  he's  a  very  valiant  trencher-man,  he  hath  an  excel- 
lent rtomach. 

Meff.  And  a  good  foldier  too,  Lady. 

Beat.  And  a  good  foldier  to  a  lady  ?  but  what  is  he  to 
a  lord  ? 

Meff.  A  lord  to  a  lord,  a  man  to  a  man,  ftuft  with  all 
honourable  virtues. 

Beat.  It  is  fo  indeed,  he  is  no  lefs  than  a  ftuft  man  : 
but  for  the  fluffing,  well !  we  are  all  mortal. 

Leon.  You  mult,  not,  Sir,  miftake  my  Eiece  ;  there  is 
a  kind  of  merry  war  between  Signior  Benedick  and  her  j 
they  never  meet  but  there's  a  fkirmifh  of  wit  between 
them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  laft  con- 
flict, four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  off,  and  now  is  the 
-whole  man  govern'd  with  one  :  So  that  if  he  have  wit 
enough  to  keep  him felf  warm,  let  him  bear  it  for  a  dif- 
ference between  himfelf  and  his  horfe  ;  for  it  is  all  the 
f  *  Sho  g'vcs  him  this  name  tt>  ridicule  in  him  the  character  of  a 
Muttering  ifldier,  the  word .Mmna*  in  Sfawjh  fignifying"*  /»«- 
han*itif*9rd, 

w earth 
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wearth*  that  he  hath  left,  to  be  known  a  reafonable  crea- 
ture.   Who  is  his  companion  now  ?  he  hath  every  month 
a  new  (worn  brother. 
Mcjf.  Is  it  poflible  ? 

Beat.  Very  eafily  poffible  ;  he  wears  his  faith  but  as  the 
fafhion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  next  block. 

Mcjf.  I  fee,  Lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your  books. 

Beat.  No;  if  he  were  I  would  burn  my  ftudy,  But  I 
pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  is  there  no  young  fquarer 
now,  that  will  make  a  voyage  with  him  to  the  devil  ? 

Msjf.  He  is  moft  in  the  company  of  the  right  noble 
Claudio. 

Beat.  O  Lord,  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  difeafe  ;  he 
is  fooner  caught  than  the  peftilence,  and  the  taker  runs  p;e- 
fently  mad.  God  help  the  noble  Claudio,  if  he  have  caught 
the  Benedick,  it  will  cofr.  him  a  thoufand  pound  ere  it  be 
curM. 

Mejf.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  Lady, 
Beat.  Do,  good  friend. 
Leon.  You'll  ne'er  run  mad,  niece. 
Beat.  No,  not  till  a  hot  January. 
Mejf.  Don  Pedro  is  approach'd. 

SCENE  If. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudior  Benediek,  Balthazar  and  Don 
John. 

Pedro.  Good  Signior  Leonato,  you  are  come  to  meet  your 
trouble  :  the  fafhion  of  the  world  is  to  avoid  cofr,  and  yoii 
encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  houfe  in  the  likenefs  of 
your  Grace ;  for  trouble  being  gone,  comfort  mould  remain; 
but  when  you  depart  from  me,  forrow  abides,  and  happinefs 
takes  his  leave. 

Pedro,  You  embrace  your  charge  moft  willingly  :  I  think 
this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me  fo. 

Bene.  Were  you  in  doubt,  that  you  afkt  her  ? 

Leon.  Signior  Benedick,  no  5  for  then  were  you  a  child. 

Pedro.  You  have  it  full,  Benedick  5  we  may  guefs  By 

*  iVtartb  is  anoldEng'ifh  word  to  fignifie  the  wear  Ql+eirktf 
of  any  thing. 

M  %  this 
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this  what  you  are,  being  a  man  :  truly  the  Lady  fathers 
her  felf  .$  be  happy,  Lady,  for  you  are  like  an  honourable 
father. 

Bene,  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  father,  me  would  not 
have  his  head  on  her  moulders  for  all  Meffina,  as  like  him 
as  fhe  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder  that  you  will  ftill  be  talking)  Signior  Be- 
nedick ;  no  body  marks  you. 

Bene.  What,  my  dear  lady  Difdain  !  are  you  yet  Jiving  ? 

Beat,  Is  it  poflible  difdain  mould  die,  while  me  hath 
fuch  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  Signior  Benedick  ?  courtelie  it 
felf  mull  convert  to  difdain,  if  you  come  in  her  prefence. 

Bene.  Then  is  courtefie  a  turn-coat  5  but  it  is  certain  I 
am  lov'd  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted  5  and  I  would  I 
could  find  in  my  heart  that  1  had  not  a  hard  heart,  for 
truly  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happinefs  to  women  !  they  would  elfc 
have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  fuitor.  I  thank  God 
and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your  humour  for  that ;  I  had 
rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a  crow,  than  a  man  fwear  he 
loves  me. 

Bene*  God  keep  your  lady/hip  itill  in  that  mind !  fo 
fome  gentleman  or  other  fhall  fcape  a  predeftinate  f  cratcht 
face. 

Beat>  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  if  'twefe  fuch 
3  face  as  yours  were. 

Bene.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  parrot-teacher. 

Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue  is  better  than  a  beaft  of 
yours. 

Bene.  I  would  my  horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your  tongue, 
tnd  fo  good  a  continuer  5  but  keep  your  way  a  God's  name, 
J  have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  trick  $  I  know 
you  of  old. 

Pedro.  This  is  the  fum  of  all :  Don  John,  Signior  Clau- 
dio,  and  Signior  Benedick,  my  dear  friend  Leonato  hath  in- 
vited you  all  }  I  tell  him  we  mail  ftay  here  at  the  leaft  a 
month,  and  he  heartily  prays  fomc  cccafion  may  detain  us 
longer ;  I  dare  fwear  he  is  no  hypocrite,  but  prays  from 
his  heart* 

Leon. 
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Leon*  If  you  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  mall  not  be  forfworn. 
Let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  Lord  5  being  reconciled  to 
the  Prince  your  brother,  I  owe  you  all  duty.  [To  Don  John, 

John.  I  thank  you  5  I  am  not  of  many  words,  but  I 
thank  you. 

Leon,  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  lead  on  ? 

Pedro.  Your  hand,  Leonato  j  we  will  go  together. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Benedick  and  Claudia* 
SCENE  nr. 

Claud,  tienedick,  didft  thou  note  the  daughter  of  Signior 
Leonato  f 

Bene.  I  noted  her  not,  but  I  look'd  on  her# 

Claud.  Is  me  not  a  modeft  young  lady  ? 

Bene,  Do  you  queftion  me,  as  an  horieft  man  mould  do, 
for  my  fimple  true  judgment  ?  or  would  you  have  me  fpeak 
after  my  cuftom,  as  being  a  profefied  tyrant  to  their  fex  ? 

Claud.  No,  I  pry' thee  fpeak  in  fober  judgment. 

Bene.  Why,  i'faith,  methinksme  is  too  low  for  an  high 
praife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praife,  and  too  little  for  a  great 
praife  j  only  this  commendation  1  can  afford  her,  that  were 
me  other  than  me  is,  (he  were  unhandfome  5  and  being  no 
other  but  as  me  is,  1  do  not  like  her. 

Claud.  Thou  thinks  I  am  in  fport  ;  I  pray  thee,  tell 
me  truly  how.  thou  lik'ft  her. 

Bene.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  enquire  after  her  ? 

Claud.  Can  the  world  buy  fuch  a  jewel  ? 

Bene.  Yea,  and  a  cafe  to  put  it  in  too  ;  but  fpeak  you 
this  with  a  fad  brow  ?  or  do  you  play  the  flouting  jack,  to 
tdl  u5  Cupid  is  a  good  hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare  car- 
penter .?  come,  in  what  key  mall  a  man  take  you,  to  go 
in  the  fong  ? 

Claud,  In  mine  eye,  flie  is  the  fweetcft  Lady  that  I  ever 
look'd  on. 

Bene,  I  can  fee  without  fpe&acles,  and  I  fee  no  fuch 
matter  5  there's  her  coufin,  if  me  were  not  poffeft  with 
fu'ch  a  fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty,  as  the  firft  of 
May  doth  the  laft  of  Dumber  :  but  I  hope  you  have  no 
intent  to  turn  hufband,  have  you  ? 

Claud.  I  would  fcarce  truft  my  felf,  tho'  I  had  fworn  the 
contrary,  if  Hera  would  be  my  wife, 

M  3  Bene, 
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Bene.  Is't  come  to  this,  in  faith  ?  hath  not  the  world 
one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fufpicion  ?  mall  1 
never  fee  a  batchelor  of  threefcore  again  ?  go  to,  i* faith,  if 
thou  wilt  needs  thruft  thy  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the  print 
of  it,  and  figh  away  Sundays  •*  look,  Don  Pedro  is  return'd 
to  fe elc  you. 

SCENE    IV.     Re-enter  Don  Pedro. 

Pcd^o.  What  fecret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  fol- 
low d  not  to  Leonato's  houfe  ? 

Bene.  I  would  your  Grace  would  conftrain  me  to  tell. 

Pedro,  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene.  You  hear,  Count  Claudio  j  I  can  be  fecret  as  a 
dumb  man,  I  would  have  thee  think  fo  ;  but  on  my  al- 
legiance, mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance :— he  is  in 
love  ;  with  whojn  ?  now  that  is  your  Grace's  part :  mark 
|iow  fliort  his  anfwer  is  3  with  Hero,  Leonato'%  Ihort 
daughter 

Claud,  If  this  were  fo,  fo  were  it  uttered. 

Bene.  Like  the  old  tale,  my  Lord,  it  is  not  fo,  nor  'twas 
not'fo  $  but  indeed,  God  forbid  it  mould  be  fo. 

Claud.  If  my  paiTion  change  not  fhortly,  God  forbid  it 
fhould  be  otherwife. 

Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her,  for,the  Lady  is  very  well 
worthy. 

Claud,  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  Lord . 
Pedro.  By  my  troth,  I  fpeak  my  thought. 
Claud,  And,  in  faith,  my  Lord,  I  fpoke  mine. 
Bene.  And  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  Lord,  I  fpeak 
mine. 

Claud.  That  I  love  her,  I  feel. 

Pedro,  That  fhe  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neither  feel  how  me  mould  beloved,  nor 
know  how  fte  fnould  be  worthy,  is  the  opinion  that  fire 
cannot  melt  out  of  me  ;  I  will  die  in  it  at  the  ftake. 

Pedro.  Thou  waft  ever  an  obftinate  heretick  in  the  de^ 
flight  of  beauty.  - 

Claud.  Arid  never  could  maintain  his  part,  but  in  thfc 
force  of  his  will. 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her  ;  that 
Jbt  brought  me  up,  Ilikewife  give  hsr  moll  humble  thank  '  *. 
"  but 
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but  that  I  will  have  a  recheate  winded  in  my  forehead,  o* 
hang  my  bugle  in  an  invilible  baldrick,  all  women  /hall 
pardon  me  j  becaufe  I  will  not  do  them  the  wrong  to 
miftruft  any,  I  will  do  my  felf  the  right  to  truft  none  $ 
and  the  fine  is,  for  the  which  I  may  go  the  finer,  I  wili 
Jive  a  batchelor. 

Pcd^o.  I  /hall  fee  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale  with  love. 

Bene.  With  anger,  with  ficknefs,  or  with  hunger,  my 
Lord,  not  with  love  :  prove  that  ever  I  lofe  more  blood 
with  love,  than  I  will  get  again  with  drinking,  pick  out 
mine  eyes  with  a  ballad-maker's  pen,  and  hang  me  up  at 
the  door  of  a  Brothel-houfe  for  thefign  of  blind  Cupid. 

Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  doft  fall  from  this  faith,  thou 
wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bene.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,  and  moot 
at  me  5  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapt  on  the  Ihoul- 
der,  and  callM  Adam  *. 

Pedro.  Well,  as  time  mail  try  5  in  time  the  favage  bull 
doth  bear  the  yoke. 

Bene.  The  favage  bull  may,  but  if  ever  the  fenllble  Be- 
nedick bear  it,  pluck  off  the  bull's  horns,  and  fet  them  in 
my  forehead,  and  let  me  be  vilely  painted  5  and  in  fueh 
great  letters  as  they  write,  Here  is  good  horfe  to  hire,  let 
them  fignify  under  my  fign,  Here  you  may  fee  Benedick  tbe 
viarry'd  man* 

Claud.  If  this  mould  ever  happen,  tkou  would'ft  be 
horn-mad. 

Pedro.  Nay,  if  Cupid  hath  not  fpent  all  his  quiver  ia 
Venice  f,  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fhortly. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  hours  ;  in  the 
mean  time,  good  Signior  Benedick,  repair  to  Leonato's,  com- 
mend 

•  Alluding  to  one  Jiam  Bella  famous  archer  of  old. 

•f  Bcfidesthat  Venice  is  as  remarkable  for  freedoms  inamorou* 
intrigues  as  Cyprus  was  of  old,  there  maybe  a  farther  conjefture 
why  this  expreflion  is  here  ufed  :  The  Italians  give  to  each  of  their 
principal  cities  a  particular  diftinguifhing  title,  as,  Roma  la  font 4, 
Kapo/t  la  gen  file,  Qtnwa  la  fuperba,  &  c.  and  among  the  reft  it  i«» 
Ve/ictta  lartcca,  Vcx'cetkevtalthj:  A  farcaJiD  thcjcfor*  ffUDI  to  be 

hcrw  implied  mat  «ony  governs  Lov«, 
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mend  me  to  him,  and  tell  him  I  will  not  fail  him  at  (up- 
per ;  for  indeed  he  hath  made  great  preparation. 

Bene.  I  have  almoft  matter  enough  in  me  for  fuch  an 
embafTage,  and  fo  I  commit  you  

Claud.  To  the  tuition  of  God.  From  my  houfe  if  X 
had  it,   1 

Pedro.  The  fixth  of  July,  your  loving  friend,  Benedick, 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not  5  the  body  of  your  dif- 
courfe  is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the  guards 
are  but  flightly  bailed  on  neither :  ere  you  flout  old  ends 
any  further,  examine  your  confcience,  and  fo  Heave  you. 

[Exit* 

SCENE  V. 

Claud,  My  Liege,  your  Highnefs  now  may  do  me  good, 

Pedro.  My  love  is  thine  to  teaeh,  teach  it  but  how, 
And  thou  fhalt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  letfbn  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Claud.  Hath  Leonato  any  fon,  my  lord  ? 

Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  file's  his  only  heir  : 
Doft  thou  affea  her,  Claudiof 

Claud.  O  my  lord, 
"When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  action 
I  look*d  upon  her  with  a  foldicr's  eye, 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  tafk  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love  j 
But  now  I  am  return'd,  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  vacant ;  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  foft  and  delicate  defires, 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is, 
Saying  I  lik'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  prefently, 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words  i 
If  thou  doft  love  fair  Hero,  cherifh  it, 
And  I'll  break  with  her :  was't  not  to  this  end, 
That  thou  began' ft  to  twift  fo  fine  a  ftory  ? 

Claud.  Kow  fweetly  do  you  minifter  to  love, 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  ccmplecticn! 
But  left  my  liking  might  too  fudden  leem, 
I  wculd  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatife. 

Prtfo.What  need  the  bridge  much  broader  than  the  flood  > 

The 
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The  faireft  plea  is  the,  necefiity  ; 
Look,  what  will  ferve,  is  fit  ;  'tis  once,  thou  loveil, 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know  we  mall  have  revelling  to-night  j 
I  will  aflume  thy  part  in  fome  difguife, 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudioy 
And  in  her  bofom  I'll  unclafp  my  heart, 
And  take  her  hearing  prifoner  with  the  force 
And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale  : 
Then  after  to  her  father  will  I  break, 
And  the  conclufion  is,  me  mall  be  thine  j 
Iu  practice  let  us  put  it  prefently.  [Exeunt* 
Re-enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

Leon,  How  now,  brother,  where  is  my  coufin  your  ion  > 
hath  he  provided  this  mufick  ? 

Ant,  He  is  very  bufie  about  it ;  but,  brother,  I  can  tell 
you  news  that  you  yet  dream'd  not  of. 

Leon,  Are  they  good  ? 

Ant.  As  the  event  ftamps  them,  but  they  have  a  good 
cover  ;  they  mow  well  outward.  The  Prince  and  Count 
Claudio,  walking  in  a  thick  pleached  alley  in  my  or- 
chard, were  thus  over-heard  by  a  man  of  mine  :  thePrinCe 
difcover'd  to  Claudio  that  he  lov'd  my  niece  your  daughter, 
and  meant  to  acknowJedge  it  this  night  in  a  dance  j  and  if 
he  found  her  accordant,  meant  to  take  the  prelent  time  by 
the  top,  and  infbntly  break  with  you  of  it. 

Leon,  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit  that  told  you  this  ? 

Ant,  A  good  fliarp  fellow.  I  will  fend  for  him,  and 
queftion  him  your  felf. 

Leon.  No,  no;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  'till  it  ap- 
pear it  felf:  but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  with  all,  that 
me  may  be  the  better  prepared  for  anfwer,  if  peradven- 
ture  this  be  true  ;  go  you  and  tell  her  of  it:  coufins,  you 
know  what  you  have  to  do.  [Some  crofs  the  Stage,']  O,  I 
cvy  your  mercy,  friend,  go  you  with  me  and  I  will  ufe  you'v* 
(kill  5  good  coufin,  have  a  care  this  bufie  time.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  VI.  Tbe  Street, 
Enter  Don  John  and  Conrade. 

Conr,  What  the  goujeres,  my  Lord !  why  are  you  thus 
out  of  meafure  fad  i 
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John,  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  occafion  that  breeds 

it,"  therefore  the  fadnefs  is  without  limit. 
Cohr.  You  fhould  hear  rcafon. 

John.  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  blefling  bringeth  i  t  ? 
Conr.  ]f  not  a  prefent  remedy,  yet  a  patient  fufrerance. 
John.  I  wonder  that  thou  (being,  as  thou  fay' ft  thou  art, 
born  under  Saturn)  goeft  about  to  apply  a  moral  medicine 
to  a  mortifying  mifchief :  I  cannot  hide  what  1  am :  I  muft 
be  fad  when  I  have  caufe,  and  fmile  at  no  man's  jefts  ; 
eat  when  I  have  ftomach,  and  wait  for  no  man's  leifure  5 
fleep  when  I  am  drowfie,  and  tend  on  no  man's  bufweis  5 
laugh  when  I  am  merry,  and  claw  ne  man  irt  his  humour. 

Conr.  Yea,  but  you  muft  riot  make  the  full  (how  of  this, 
'till  you  may  do  it  without  cdntrolement  5  you  have  of 
late  ftood  out  againft  your  brother,  and  he  hath  ta'en  yoU 
newly  into  his  grace,  where  it  is  impoflible  you  mould 
take  root,  but  by  the  fair  weather  that  you  make  your  felfj 
it  is  needful  that  you  frame  the  feafon  for  your  ownharveft. 

John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge,  than  a  rofe 
in  his  grace  j  and  it  better  fits  my  blood  to  be  difdain'd  of 
all,  than  to  fafhion  a  carriage  to  rob  love  from  any :  in  this 
(though  Icannot  be  faid  to  be  a  flattering  honeft  man)  it 
muft  not  be  deny'd  but  I  am  a  plain-dealing  villain  $  I  am 
trufted  with  d.  muzzle,  and  infranchifed  with  a  clog,  there- 
fore I  have  decreed  not  to  fing  in  my  cage :  if  I  had  my 
mouth,  I  would  bite  ;  if  I  had  my  liberty,  I  would  do  my 
liking  :  in  the  mean  time  let  me  be  that  I  am,  and  feek 
not  to  alter  me. 

Conr.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  difcontent  ? 

John.  I  will  make  all  ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufe  it  only.  Who 
comes  here  ?  what  news,  Borachio  f 
Enter  Borachio. 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  fupper ;  the  Prince, 
your  brother,  is  royally  entertain'd  by  Leonato,  and  I  can 
give  you  intelligence  of  an  intended  marriage. 

John.  Will  it  ferve  for  any  model  to  build  mifchief  on  ? 
what  is  he  for  a  fool  that  betroths  himfelf  to  unquietnefs  ? 

Bora.  Marry,  it  is  your  brother's  right  hand. 

John.  Who,  the  moll  exquifite  Claudio  ? 

Bora 4  Even  he. 

7*5 
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J%hn.  A  proper  Squire  j  and  who,  and  who  ?  which 
way  looks  he  ? 

Bora,  Marry,  on  Hero,  the  daughter  and  heir  of  Leonato. 

John,  A  very  forward  March  chick  !  How  come  you  to 
this  ? 

Bora.  Being  entertained  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  was  fmoak- 
ing  a  mufty  room,  comes  me  the  Prince  zndC/audio  hand 
in  hand  in  fad  conference  :  I  whipt  behind  the  arras,  and 
there  heard  it  agreed  upon  that  the  Prince  fhould  woo  Hero 
for  himfelf,  and  having  obtain'd  her,  give  her  to  Count 
Claudio. 

Jsbn.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither,  this  may  prove  food 
to  my  difpleafure  :  that  young  flart-up  hath  all  the  glory 
of  my  overthrow  ;  if  I  can  crofs  him  any  way,  I  blefs  my 
felf  every  way  ;  you  are  both  fure,  and  will  aflift  me  ? 

Conr.  T©  the  death,  my  Lord. 

John.  Let  us  to  the  great  fupper  ;  their  cheer  is  the 
greater  that  I  am  fubdu'd  ;  would  the  cook  were  of  my 
mind  !  mall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  done  t 

Bora.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Lordmip.  [Exeunt. 

ACT    II.    SCENE  L 
Leonato* j  Houfe. 
Enter  Leonato,  Antonio,  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret  and 
Urfula. 

XfCrt.TTTAS  not  Count  John  here  at  fupper? 
VV     Ant.  I  faw  him  not. 

Beat,  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks !  I  never  can  fee 
him,  but  I  am  hearNburn'd  an  hour  after. 

Hero.  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  difpefition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man  that  were  made  juft  in 
the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedick  5  the  one  is  too 
like  an  image,  and  fays  nothing  ;  and  the  other  too  like  my 
lady's  eldeft  fon,  evermore  tattling. 

Leon.  Then  half  Signior  Benedicts  tongue  in  Count 
John's  mouth,  and  half  Count  John^s  melancholy  in  Sig- 
nior Benedick's  face  ■ 

Beat.  With  a  good  leg,  and  a  good  foot,  uncle,  and  mo- 
ny  enough  in  his  purfe,  fuch  a  man  would  win  any  wo- 
man in  the  world,  if  he  could  get  her  good-will, 

hum 
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Leon,  By  my  troth,  niece,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee 
a  hufband,  if  thou  be  fo  fhrewd  of  thy  tongue. 

Ant.  In  faith,  fhe's  too  curft. 

Beat,  Too  curft  is  more  than  curft,  and  I  /hall  leflen 
God's  fending  that  way  5  for  it  is  faid,  God  fends  a  curft 
cow  fhort  horns,  but  to  a  cow  too  curft  he  fends  none. 

Leon,  So  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  fend  you  no 
horns. 

Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fend  me  no  hufband,  for  the  which 
blefling  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every  morning  and 
evening :  Lord  !  I  could  not  endure  a  hufband  with  a  beard 
on  his  face,  I  had  rather  lie  in  woollen. 

Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  hufband  that  hath  no  beard. 

Beat.  What  mould  I  do  with  him  ?  drefs  him  in  my 
apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting-gentlewoman  ?  he  that 
hath  a  beard  is  more  than  a  youth,  and  he  that  hath  no 
beard  is  lefs  than  a  man  5  and  he  that  is  more  than  a  youth, 
is  not  for  me  ;  and  he  that  is  lefs  than  a  man,  I  am  not 
for  him  :  therefore  I  will  even  take  fix  pence  in  earneft  of 
the  bearherd,  and  lead  his  apes  to  hell. 
Leon.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell  ? 

Beat.  No,  but  to  the  gate,  and  there  will  the  devil 
meet  me  like  an  old  cuckold,  with  his  horns  on  his  head, 
and  fay,  get  you  to  heaven,  Beatrice,  get  ypu  to  heaven, 
here's  no  place  for  you  maids :  fo  deliver  I  up  my  apes, 
and  away  to  St.  Peter,  for  the  heav'ns^  he  fhews  me 
where  the  batchelors  fit,  and  there  live  we  as  merry  as  the 
day  is  long. 

Ant,  Well,  niece,  I  truft  you  will  be  rul'd  by  your 
father.  [To  Hero. 

Beat*  Yes,  'faith,  it  is  my  coufin's  duty  to  makecurt- 
fie,  and  fay,  as  it  pkafe  you  \  but  yet  for  all  that,  coufin, 
let  him  be  a  handfome  fellow,  or  elfe  make  another  curtfie, 
and  fay,  father,  as  it  pleajes  me. 

Leon.  Well,  niece,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  day  fitted 
with  a  hufband. 

Beat.  Not  'till  God  make  men  of  fome  other  metal  than 
earth  ;  would  it  not  grieve  a  woman  to  be  over-mafler'd 
wTith  a  piece  of  valiant  duft  ?  to  make  account  of  her  life 
to  a  clod  of  way- ward  marie?  no,  uncle,  Til  none  5  Adanfi 

fon? 
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fons  are  my  brethren,  and  truly  I  hold  it  a  fin  to  match  in 
my  kindred. 

Leon,  Daughter,  remember  what  I  told  you  ;  if  the 
Prince  do  follicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  anfwer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  mufick,  coufin,  if  you 
be  not  woo'd  in  good  time  $  if  the  Prince  be  too  importu- 
nate, tell  him  there  is  meafure  in  every  thing,  and  fo 
dance  out  the  anfwer  ;  for  hear  me,  Hero,  wooing,  1  wed- 
ding, and  repenting,  is  a  Scotch  jig,  a  meafure,  and  a 
cinque-pace  ;  the  firft  fuit  is  hot  and  hafty,  like  a.  Scotch 
jig,  and  full  as  fantaftical;  the  wedding  mannerly-modelf, 
as  a  meafure  full  of  ftate  and  anchentry  $  and  then  comes 
repentance,  and  with  his  bad  legs  falls  into  the  cinque-pace; 
fa'fter  and  fafter,  'till  he  finks  int;o.  his  grave. 

Leon.  Coufin,  you  apprehend  pafling  fhrcwdly. 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle,  I  can  fee  a  church  by 
day-light. 

Leon.  The  revellers  are  entring,  brother  5  make  good 
room.  > 

SCENE    II.    Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Bene- 
dick, Balthazar,  and  others  in  Mafquerade. 

Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your  friend  ? 

Hero.  So  you  walk  foftly,  and  look  fweetly,  and  fay  no- 
thing, I  am  yours  for  the  walk,  and  efpecially  when  I  walk 
away. 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company  ? 

Hero.  I  may  fay  fo  when  I  plcafe. 

Pedro.  And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay  fo  ? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour  5  for  God  defend  the 
lute  fhould  be  like  the  cafe. 

Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Philemon 's  roof,  within  the  houfe  is 
Jbve. 

Hero.  Why  then  your  vifor  fhouldbe  thatch'd. 
Pedro.  Speak  lo<zvy  if  you  ff>tak  lone  *. 

[Drawing  her  ajidc  to  ivhifpcr* 
Balth.  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 
Marv.  So  would  not  I  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  have 
many  ill  qualities. 

*  This  (corns  to  be  a  line  quoted  firm  a  forg  or  foraevcrfes  com- 
monly known  at  that  time. 

Vol.  II.  N  Baltb, 
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JBahh.  Which  is  one  ? 

Marg^  I  fay  my  prayers  aloud. 

B*ltb.  I  love  you  the  better,  the  hearers  may  cry  Amen, 

Marg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer  ! 

£ ultb.  Amen.  * 

Marg.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight  when  the 
dance  is  done  !  anfwer,  clerk. 

Baltb,  No  more  words,  the  clerk  is  anfwer'd. 

Urf.  I  know  you  well  enough,  you  are  Signior  Anton  fa 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

VrJ.  I  know  you  by  the  wagling  of  your  head.  . 

Ant,  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him. 

Urf.  You  couid  never  dd  him  fo  ill,  well,  unlefs  yon 
were  the  very  man^.  here's  his  dry  hand  up  and  down  5  you 
are  he,  you  are  he. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urf.  Come,  come,  do  you  think  I  do  not  know  you  by 
your  excellent  wit  ?  can  virtue  hide  itfelf  ?  go  to,  mum, 
you  are  he  j  graces  will  appear,  and  there's  an  end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  fo  ? 

Bene*  No,  you  fhall  pardon  me. 

Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  who  you  are  I 

Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  was  difdainful,  and  that  1  had  m^  good 
wit  out  of  The  hundred  merry  Tale*  j  well,  this  was  Signior 
Benedick  that  faid  fo. 

Bene.  What's  he  ? 

Beat.  I  am  fure  you  know  him  well  enoughs 
Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 
Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 
Bene.  I  pray  you,  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  Prince's  jefter,  a  very  dull  fool, 
only  his  gift  is  in  devihng  impoflible  (landers none  but  li- 
bertines delight  in  him,  and  the  commendation  is  not  in  his 
wit,  but  in  his  villainy  j  for  he  both  pleafes  men  and  an- 
gers them,  and  then  they  laugh  at  him,  aind  beat  him  5 
I  am  fure  he  is  in  the  fleet,  I  would  he  had  boarded  me. 

Bene.  When  I  know  the  gentleman,  I'll  tell  him  what 
you  fay. 

Beau  Do,  do,  he'll  but  break  a  cwpparifon,  01  two  on 

i»e, 
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me,  which  peradventure  not  marked,  or  not  laughM  at, 
ftrikes  him  into  melancholy,  and  then  there's  a  partridge 
wing  favM,  for  the  fool  will  eat  no  fupper  that  night.  We 
muft  follow  the  leaders. 
Bene.  In  every  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave  them  at 
the  next  turning.  [Exeunt* 
S  C  E  N  N  E    III.    Mufickfor  the  Dance. 

John.  Sure  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero,  and  hath 
withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him  about  it :  the  la- 
dies follow  her,  and  but  one  vifor  remains. 

Bora .  And  that  is  Claudio,  I  know  him  by  his  bearing. 

John*  Are  not  you  Signior  Benedick  ? 

Claud,  You  know  me  well,  I  am  he. 

John.  Signior,  you  are  very  near  my  brother  in  his  love, 
he  is  enamour'd  on  Hero,  I  pray  you,  dififuade  him  from 
her,  flie  is  no  equal  for  his  birth  ;  you  may  do  the  part  of 
an  honeft  man  in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  you  he  loves  her  ? 

John.  I  heard  him  fwear  his  affection. 

Bora.  So  did  I  too,  and  he  fwore  he  would  marry  her 
lo-night. 

John.  Come,  let  us  to  the  banquet.  [Ex.  John  and  Bore* 

Claud.  Thus  anfwer  I  in  name  of  Benedick, 
But  hear  this  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudio. 
*Tis  certain  fo,  the  Prince  wooes  for  himfeif. 
Friend/hip  is  conftant  in  all  other  things, 
Save  in  the  ctfBce  and  affairs  of  love  ; 
Therefore,  all  hearts  in  love,  ufe  your  own  tongues ! 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  it  felf, 
And  truft  no  agent ;  beauty  is  a  witch, 
Againft  whofe  charms  faith  melteth  into  blood. 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof, 
Which  I  aiftruftcd  not.    Farewel  then,  Hero  I 
Enter  Benedick. 

Bene.  Count  Claudio  f 

Claud.  Yea,  the  fame. 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  %o  with  me  ? 

Claud.  Whither? 

Bcne>  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own  bufinefi, 
N  %  Count. 
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Count.  What  faihion  will  you  wear  the  garland  of?  about 
your  neck,  like  an  Usurer's  chain  ?  or  under  your  arm, 
like  a  Lieutenant's  fcarf  ?  youmuft  wear  it  one  way,  for 
the  Prince  hath  got  your  Hero. 
Claud.  I  wifh  him  joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why,  that's  fpoken  like  an  honeft  drover  ;  fo 
they  fell  bullocks :  but  did  you  think  the  Prince  would 
have  ferv'd  you  thus  ? 

Claud.  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Bene.  Ho  !  now  you  ftrike  like  the  blind  man  ;  'twas 
the  boy  that  ftole  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat  the  poft. 

Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  I'll  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Bene.  Alas  poor  hurt  fowle  !  now  will  he  creep  into 
fedges.  But  that  my  Lady  Beatrice  fhould  know  me,  and 
not  know  me  !  the  Prince's  fool !  ha?  it  may  be  I  go  un- 
der that  title,  becaufe  I  am  merry  5  yea,  but  fo  I  am  apt 
to  do  my  felf  wrong  :  I  am  not  fo  reputed.  It  is  the  bafe 
(though  bitter)  difpofition  of  Beatrice,  that. puts  the  world 
into  her  perfon,  and  fo  gives  me  out ;  well,  I'll  be  re- 
veng'd  as  I  may. 

SCENE   IV.    Enter  Don  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Nowr,  Signior,  where's  the  Count  ?  did  you  fse 
him  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  Lord,  I  have  play'd  the  part  of  lady 
Fame.  1  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a  lodge  in  a 
warren,  I  told  him  (and  I  think,  told  him  true)  that  your 
Grace  had  got  the  will  of  this  young  lady,  and  I  offered 
him  my  company  to  a  willow  tree,  either  to  make  him  a 
garland,  as  being  forfaken,  or  to  bind  him  a  rod,  as  being 
worthy  to  be  whipt. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt  !  what's  his  fault? 

Bene.  The  flat  tranfgreflion  of  a  fchool-boy, .  who  be- 
ing overjoy' d  with  finding  a  bird's  neft,  mews  it  his  com- 
panion, and  he  fteals  it. 

Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  truft,  a  tranfgreflion  ?  the 
tranfgrefTion  is  in  the  ftealer. 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  beenamifs  the  rod  had  been  made, 
and  the  garland  too  5  for  the  garland  he  might  have  worn 
himfelf,  and  the  rod  he  might  have  beftowed  on  you,  who 
(as  I  take  it),  have  ftol'n  his  bird's  neft, 

Pedro* 
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Pedro,  I  will  frit  teach  them  to  fing,  and  reftore  then*, 
to  the  owner. 

Bene,  If  their  finging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  my  faith, 
you  fay  honeftly. 

Pedro.  The  kady  Beatrix  hath  a  quarrel  to  you  ;  the 
gentleman  that  danc'd  with  her,  told  her  fhe  is  much 
wrong' d  by  you. 

Bene.  O,  fhe  mifusM  me  paft  the  indurance  of  a  block  j 
nn  oak  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it,  would  have  anfwer'4 
her  my  very  vifor  began  to  alTume  life,  and  fcohi  with 
her ;  fhe  told  me,  not  thinking  I  had  been  my  felf,  that 
Twas  the  Prince's  jefter,  and  that  I  was  duller  than  a  great 
thaw  ;  hudling  jeft  upon  jeft,  with  fuch  impetuous  con- 
veyance upon  me,  that  I  flood  like  a  man  at  a  mark,  with 
a  whole  army  mooting  at  me  ;  fhe  fpeaks  Ponyards,  and 
every  word  ftabs  j  if  her  breath  were  as  terrible  as  her  ter- 
minations, there  were  no  living  near  her,  fhe  would  infect 
to  the  North- Star  5  I  would  not  marry  her,  though  fhe 
were  endowed  with  all  that  Adam  had  left  him  before  he 
tranfgrefs'd  j  fhe  would  have  made  Hercules  have  turn'd 
fpit,  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  club  to  make  the  fire  too. 
Come,  talk  not  of  her,  you  mail  find  her  the  infernal  Ate 
in  good  apparel,  I  would  to  God  fome  fcholar  would  con- 
jure her  j  for  certainly  while- fhe  is  here  a  man  may  live  as 
quiet  in  hell  as  in  a  fanctuary,  and  people  fin  upon  purpofe, 
hecaufe  they  would  go  thither.;  fo  indeed  all  difyuiet,  hor- 
ror, and  perturbation  follow  her. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Claudio,  Beatrice,  Leonato  and  Hero. 

Pedro.  Look,  here  fhe  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  Grace  command  me  any  fervice  to  the* 
world's  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  flighteft  errand  now  to  the 
Antipodes  that  you  candevife  to  fend  me  on  ;  I  will  feti  ;. 
you  a  tooth-picker  now  from  the  furtheft  inc  h  of  Afy  J 
bring  you  the  length  of  Prejier  yohn^s  foot  j  fetch  ydu  a 
hair  oft"  the  great  Chant  s  beard  j  do  you  any  antkaffage  to 
the  pigmies,  rather  than  hold  three  words  conference  with 
this  harpy  j  you  have  no  employment  for  me  ? 

Pedro,  None,  but  to  dei  re  your  gocU  company. 

N  3  M 
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Bene,  O  God,  Sir,  here's  a  difh  I  love  not.  I  cannot 
indure  this  lady's  tongue.  [Exit. 

Pedro.  Come,  Lady,  come,  you  have  loll  the  heart  of 
Signior  Benedick. 

Beat.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while, .  and  I 
gave  him  ufe  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  a  fingle  one  -}  marry, 
once  before  he  won  it  of  me  with  falfe  dice,  therefore  your 
Grace  may  well  fay  I  have  loft  it. 

*  Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down,  Lady,  you  have  put 
him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  ftiould  do  me,  my  Lord,  left  I 
fhould  prove  the  mother  of  fools  :   I  have  brought  Count 
'  Claudioy  whom  you  fent  me  to  feek. 

Pedro.  Why,  how  now,  Count,  wherefore  are  you  fad  ? 
Claud.  Not  fad,  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  How  then  ?  fick  ? 
Claud.  Neither,  my  Lord. 

Beat.  The  Count  is  neither  fad,  nor  fick,  nor  merry, 
nor  well  ;  but  civil  Count,  civil  as  an  orange,  and  fome- 
thing  of  a  jealous  complexion. 

Pedro.  V  faith,  Lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to  be  true  5 
though  I'll  be  fworn,  if  he  be  fo,  his  conceit  is  falfe. 
Here,  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in  thy  Name,  and  fair  Hero 
is  won  ;  I  have  broke  with  her  father,  and  his  good  will 
obtained,  name  the  day  of  marriage,  and  God  give  thee 

j°y  • 

Leon.  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with  her 
my  fortunes ;  his  Grace  hath  made  the  match,  and  all 
grace  fay  Amen  to  it !  | 

Beat.  Speak,  Count,  'tis  your  cue. 

Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfe&eft  herald  of  joy;  I  were  but 
little  happy,  if  I  could  fay  how  much.  Lady,  as  you  are 
/nine,  I  am  yours  ;  I  give  away  my  felf  for  you,  and  doat 
upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak,  coufin,  or  (if  you  cannot)  flop  his  mouth 
with  a  kifs,  and  let  not  him  fpeak  neither. 

Pedro.  In  *aith,  Lady,  you  have  a  merry  heart. 

Beat.  Yea,  my  Lord,  I  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it  keeps  on 
the  windy  fide  of  care  3  my  coufm  tells  him  in  his  ear  that 
jie  %  in  her  heart, 

Leon* 


Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  15* 

*  Leon*  And  fo  me  doth,  coulin. 

Beat .  Good  Lord,  for  alliance  !  thus  goes  every  one  to 
the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  fun-burn'd,  I  may  fit  in  a  cor- 
ner, and  cry  heigh  ho  for  a  hulband. 

Pedro,  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Beat,  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  father's  getting  : 
hath  your  Grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you  ?  your  father 
got  excellent  huflbands,  if  a  maid  could  come  by  them. 

Pedro.  Will  you  have  me,  Lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  might  have  another  for 
working-days  -y  your  Grace  is  too  coftly  to  wear  every  day  s 
but  I  befeech  your  Grace  pardon  me,  I  was  born  to  (peak 
all  mirth  and  no  matter. 

Pedrt .  Your  filence  moft  offends  me,  and  to  be  merry 
beft  becomes  you  j  for  out  of  queftion  you  were  born  in  a 
merry  hour. 

Beat.  Nofure,  my  Lord,  my  mother  cry'd ;  but  then 
there  was  a  ftar  danc'd,  and  under  that  I  was  born.  Coufins, 
God  give  you  joy  ! 

Leon.  Niece,  will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I  told  you  of? 

Beat.  I  cry  you  mercy,  uncle  :  by  your  Grace's  pardon. 

[Exit  Beatrice. 

SCENE  VI. 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleafant-fpirited  Lady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element  in  her, 
my  Lord,  Ihe's  never  fad  but  when  me  fleeps,  and  not 
ever  fad  then  ;  for  I  have  heard  my  daughter  fay,  fhe  hath 
often  dream'd  of  unhappinefs,  and  wak'd  herfelf  with 
laughing. 

Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a  hufband  ? 
Leon.  O,  by  no  means,  fhe  mocks  all  her  wooers  out  of 
fuit. 

Pedro.  She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  Lord,  my  Lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week  mar- 
ry\i  they  would  talk  themfelves  mad. 

Pedro.  Count  Claudio,  when  mean  you  to  go  to  church  ? 

Leon.  To-morrow,  my  Lord $  time  goes  on  crutches, 
'till  love  have  all  his  rites. 

Lesn.  Not  'till  Monday,  my  dear  fon,  which  is  hence  a 

juft 
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juft  Ifeven-night,  and  a  time  too  brief  too,  to  have  all 
things  anfwer  my  mind. 

Pedro.  Come,  you  make  the  head  at  fo  long  a  breath- 
ing ;  but  I  warrant  thee,  Ctaudio,  the  time  mall  not  go 
dully  by  us  ;  I  will  in  the  Interim  undertake  one  of  Her- 
rules' s  labours,  which  is  to  bring  Signior  Benedick  and  the 
Lady  Beatrice  into  a  mountain  of  affection  the  one  with 
the  other  ;  I  would  fain  have  it  a  match,  and  I  doub; 
not  to  famionit,  if  you  three  will  but/hinifter  fuch  afliftance 
as  I  mall  give  you  direction. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  cod  me  tett 
nights  watchings. 

Claud.  And  I,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero  ? 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modeft  office,  my  Lof£,  to  help  my 
coufin  to  a  good  hufband. 

Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhopefulleft  hu(ban4 
that  I  know  :  thus  far  can  I  praife  him,  he  is  of  a  noble 
ftrain,  of  approv'd  valour,  and  con6rm*d  honefty.  X  will 
teach  you  how  to  humour  your  cou£n,  that  me  mall  fall  in 
love  with  Benedick  ;  and  I,  with  your  two  helps,  will  fo 
practife  on  Benedick,  that  in  defpite  of  his  quick  wit,  and 
his  queafie  ftomach,  he  mall  fall  in  love  with  Beatrice :  if 
we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no  longer  an  archer,  his  glory 
mall  be  ours,  for  we  are  the  only  Lote-Cods  j  go  in  with 
me,  and  I  will  tell  you  my  drift.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  VII.  Another  Apartment  in  Leonato**  Houfe, 
Enter  Don  John  and  Bprachio. 

John.  It  is  fo,  the  Count  Claudio  lhali  marry  the  daughter 
©f  Leonato. 

Bora.  Yea,  my  Lord,  but  I  can  crofs  it. 

John.  Any  bar,  any  crofs,  any  impediment  will  be  me- 
dicinable  to  me ;  I  am  lick  in  difpleafure  to  him,  and  what- 
foever  comes  athwart  his  affection,  ranges  evenly  with 
mine.    How  canft  thou  crofs  this  marriage  ? 

Bora.  Not  honeftly,  my  Lord,  but  fo  covertly  that 
Ho  dimonefty  mall  appear  in  me. 

John*  Shew  me  briefly  how. 

Mora*  I  think  I  toi4  your  Lordftnp  a  year  fince,  how 

much 
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much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the  waiting-gentle- 
woman to  Hero, 

John.  I  remember. 

Bora,  I  can,  at  any  unfeafonable  inftant  of  the  night, 
appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  Lady's  chamber-window. 

John,  What  life  is  in  that,  to  be  the  death  of  this  mar* 
riage  ? 

Bora.  The  poifon  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper  5  go  you 
to  the  Prince  your  brother,  fpare  not  to  tell  him,  that  he. 
hath  wronged  his  honour  in  marrying  the  renowned  Claudio 
(whofe  eftimation  do  you  mightily  hold  up)  to  a  contami- 
nated Stale,  fuch  a  one  as  Hero, 

John,  What  proof  fhall  1  make  of  that  ? 

Bora,  Proof  enough,  to  mifufe  the  Prince,  to  vex 
Claudio,  to  undo  Hero}  and  kill  Leonato  5  look  you  for  any 
Other  iiTue  ? 

John,  Only  to  defpite  them,  I  will  endeavour  anything. 
Bora,  Go  then  find  me  a  meet  hour,  to  draw  on  Pedro, 
and  the  Count  Claudio ,  alone  ;  tell  them  that  you  know 
Hero  loves  me  j  intend  a  kind  of  zeal  both  to  the  Prince 
and  Claudio,  as  in  a  love  of  your  brother's  honour  who  hath 
made  this  match,  and  his  friend's  reputation,  who  is  thus 
like  to  becozen'd  with  the  femblance  of  a  maid,  that  you 
have  difcover'd  thus;  they  will  hardlybelieve  this  without 
tryal:  offer  them  inftances  which  mall  bear  no  lefs  likeli- 
hood than  to  fee  me  at  her  chamber-window ;  hear  me  call 
Margaret,  Hero  ;  hear  Margaret  term  me  Borachio  ;  and 
bring  them  to  fee  this,  the  very  night  before  the  intended 
wedding  ;  for  in  the  mean  time  I  will  fo  fafliionthe  matter, 
that  Hero  fhall  be  abfent,  and  there  mail  appear  fuch  feem- 
ing  truths  of  Hero's  difloyalty,  that  jealoulie  mall  be  call'd 
afiurance,  and  all  the  preparation  overthrown. 

John,  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  iflue  it  can,  I  will  put 
it  in  practice :  be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and  thy 
fee  is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Bora.  Be  thou  conftant  in  the  accufation,  and  my  cun- 
ning fhall  not  fharae  me. 

John,  I  will  prefently  go  learn  their  day  of  marriage. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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S  C  E  NT  E   VIII.    LeonatoV  Garden* 
Enter  Benedick  and  a  Boy, 

Bene.  Boy  ! 
Boy,  Signior. 

Bene.  In  my  chamber- window  lie«  a  book,  bring  it 
hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 

Boy.  I  am  here  already,  Sir.  Boy, 

Bene.  I  know  that,  but  I  would  have  thee  hence,  and 
here  again.  — •  I  do  much  wonder,  that  one  man  feeing 
how  much  another  man  is  a  fool,  when  he  dedicates  his 
behaviours  to  love,  will,  after  he  hath  laught  at  fuch  Dial- 
low  follies  in  others,  become  the  argument  of  his  own 
fcorn  by  falling  in  love  :  and  fuch  a  man  i9  Claudia.  f 
have  known  when  there  was  no  mufick  with  him  but  the 
drum  and  the  fife,  and  now  had  he  rather  hear  the  taber 
and  the  pipe :  I  have  known  when  he  would  have  walk'd 
ten  mile  a-foot  to  fee  a  good  armour ;  and  now  will  he 
lye  ten  nights  awake,  carving  the  fafhion  of  a  new  doublet* 
He  was  wont  to  fpeak  plain,  and  to  the  purpofe,  like  an 
honeft  man  and  a  foldier,  and  now  is  he  tnrn'd  ortho- 
grapher,  his  words  are  a  very  fantaftical  banquet,  juft  fo 
many  ftrange  dimes.  May  I  befo  converted,  and  f£e  with 
thefe  eyes  ?  I  cannot  tell,  I  think  not.  I  will  not  be 
fworn^  but  love  may  transform  me  to  an  oyfter  $  but  I'll 
take  my  oath  on  it,  till  he  have  made  an  oyiter  of  me, 
he  mall  never  make  me  fuch  a  fool :  one  woman  is  fair, 
yet  I  am  well  j  another  is  wife,  yet  I  am  well ;  another 
virtuous,  yet  I  am  well.  But  *  till  all  graces  be  in  one 
woman,  one  woman  mall  not  come  in  my  grace.  Rich  me 
mall  be,  that's  Certain ;  wife,  or  I'll  none  j  virtuous,  or 
ril  never  cheapen  her  $  fair,  or  I'll  never  look  on  her  $ 
mild,  or  come  not  near  me  ;  noble,  or  not  T  for  an  angel ; 
of  good  difcourfe-,  an  excellent  muftcian,  and  her  hair  mail 
be  of  what  colour  it  pleafe  God  *.  Ha  !  the  Prince  and  Mon- 
fieur  Love  !  I  will  hide  me  in  the  arbour.  f  Withdraws, 
SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  Claudio,  and  Balthazar. 

Pedro.  Come,  mail  we  hear  this  mufick  ? 
,  #  Hinting  fatirically  at  the  art  ufed  by  Ladies  in  dying  thei* 
flair  of  t  col*ur  different  from  what  it  i»'bj  nature. 

Claud, 
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Claud.  Yea,  my  good  Lord  j  how  ftill  the  evening  it, 
As  hurti'd  on  purpofc  to  grace  harmony  ! 

Pedro.  See  you  where  Benedick  hathjiiid  himfelf  ? 
Claud.  O  very  well,  my  Lord  $  the  mufick  ended, 
We'll  fit  the  cade-fox  with  a  penny-worth. 

Pedro.  Come,  Balthazar,  we'll  hear  that  fong  agaicu 
Baltb.  O  good  my  Lord,  tax  not  fo  bad  a  voice 
To  flander  mulick  any  more  than  once. 

Pedro.  It  is  the  witnefs  ftill  of  excellency, 
To  put  a  ftrange  face  on  his  own  perfection  , 
I  pray  thee  fing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more  +. 

The  SONG. 
Sigh  no  more,  Ladies ,  Jigb  no  more, 

Men  were  deceivers  ever,  N 
One  foot  in  fea,  and  one  on  Jbore9 

*Io  one  thing  conflant  never  : 
Then Jigb  not  fo>  but  let  them  go, 

And  be  you  blitb  and  bonny. 
Converting  all  your  founds  of  woi 

Into  bey  nony,  nony. 
Sing  no  more  ditties,  fing  no  moref 

Of  dumps  fo  dull  and  heavy  \ 
The  frauds  of  men  were  ever  fo, 
Since  fummer  jirfi  was  leafy  : 
Then  Jigb  not  fo,  &c. 
Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  good  fong, 
Baltb.  And  an  ill  finger,  my  Lord* 

Pedru 

<f  W06  no  more. 

Baltb.  Becanfeyou  tilk  of  wooing,  I  will  fing, 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  fait 
To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy,  yet  hewoocs, 
Vet  will  he  fwear  he  loves. 

Tedro  Nay,  pray  thee  come. 
Or  i  thou  wilt  hoi  J  longer  argument, 
Do  h  in  notes. 

Haltb.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 
There's  not  a  note  of  mine  that's  worth  the  noting. 

Tedro.  Why,  thefe  are  very  crotchets  that  hefpeaks, 
Note  notes  forfooth,  and  nothing. 

lltnt.  Now,  divine  air;  now  is  his  foul  ravi/h'd.*  «   h  r.«? 
rtrange,  that  (heeps  guts  Ihould  hate  fouls  out  oi  mem  tadici * 
thorn  formymony,  whenaiTs  done* 
£*M  S      4S  \i%  tire. 
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Pedro.  Ha,  no  ;  no,  faith  j  thou  fing' ft  well  enough  for 
a  fhift. 

Bene.  If  he  had  been  a  dog  that  mould  have  howl'dthus, 
they  would  have  hang'd  him,  and  I  pray  God  his  bad  voice, 
bode  no  mifchief;  I  had  as  lief  have  heard  the  night-raven, 
corne  what  plague  could  have  come  after  it. 

Pedro.  Yea  marry  :  doft  thou  hear,  Balthazar  ?  I  pray 
thee,  get  us  fome  excellent  mufick  $  for  to-morrow  night 
we  would  have  it  at  the  Lady  Heroes  chamber-window. 

Bakh.  The  beft  I  can,  my  Lord.  [Exit  Balth. 

Pedro,  Do  fo  :  farewel.  Come  hither,  Leonato  ;  what 
was  it  you  told  me  of  to-day,  that  your  niece  Beatrice  was 
in  love  with  Signior  Benedick  ?  ' 

Claud.  O  ay,  ftalk  on  5  ftalk  on,  the  fowl  fits.  I  did 
never  think  that  Lady  would  have  loved  any  man. 

Leon.  No,  nor  1  neither  ;  but  moft  wonderful,  that  /he 
mould  fo  doat  on  Signior  Benedick,  whom  me  hath  in  all 
outward  behaviour  feem'd  ever  to  abhor. 

Bene.  Is't  poflible,  fits  the  wind  in  that  corner  ?  [Afide. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to 
think  of  it ;  but  that  me  loves  him  with  an  inraged  affec- 
tion, it  is  paft  the  infinite  of  thought. 

Pedro.  May  be  me  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Claud.  'Faith,  like  enough.  • 

Leon.  OGod!  counterfeit?  there  was  never  counter-* 
feit  of  palTion  came  lb  near  the  life  of  parfion  as  me  dif- 
covers  it. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  effects  of  paflion  (hews  me  ? 
Claud.  Bait  the  hook  well,  the  filh  will  bite. 

[Speaking  low.. 

Lesn.  What  effects,  my  Lord  ?  fhe  will  fit  you,  you 
heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 
Claud.  She  did  indeed. 

Pedro.  How,  how,  I  pray  you  ?  you  amaze  me :  I  would 
have  thought  her  fpirit  had  been  invincible  againft  all  af- 
faults  of  affection . 

Leon.  I  would  have  fworn  it  had,  my  Lord,  efpecially 
againft  Benedick. 

Bene.  Iihould  think  this  a  gull,  but  that  the  white-*' 

bearded 
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bearded  fellow  fpeaks  it ;  knavery  cannot  fure  hide  himfelf 
in  fuch  reverence.  [Afide, 

Claud,  He  hath  ta*en  th*  infection  j  hold  it  up. 

[Speaking  low. 

Pedro.  Hath  fhe  made  her  affection  known  to  Benedick? 

Leon.  No,  and  fwears  fhe  never  will,  that's  her  torment. 

Claud.  *Tis  true  indeed,  fo  your  daughter  fays  :  AialM, 
fays  fhe,  that  have  fooft  encounterM  him  with  fcorn,write 
to  him  that  I  love  him  ? 

Leon.  This  fays  fhe  now,  when  fhe  is  beginning  to  write 
to  him  5  for  fhe'll  be  up  twenty  times  a  night,  and  there 
will  fhe  fit  in  her  fmock,  till  fhe  have  writ  a  fheet  of  pa- 
per j  my  daughter  tells  us  all. 

Claud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  fheet  of  paper,  I  remember  a 
pretty jeft  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

Leon.  O,  when  fhe  had  writ  it,  and  was  reading  it  over, 
lhe  found  Benedick  and  Bmtrice  between  the  fheet. 

Claud.  'That. 

Leon.  O,  fhe  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufand  halfpence, 
railM  at  her  felf,  that  fhe  fhould  be  foimmodeft,  to  write 
to  one  that  fhe  knew  wouM  flout  her  :  I  meafure  him,  fays 
lhe,  by  my  own  fpirit,  for  I  fhould  flout  him  if  he  writ  to 
me,  yea,  though  I  love  him,  I  fhould. 

Claud.  Then  down  upon  her  knees  fhe  falls,  weeps,  fob*, 
beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays,  curfes  5  O  fweet 
Benedick  !  God  give  me  pacience  ! 

Leon.  She  doth  indeed,  my  daughter  fays  fo,  and  the 
ecftafie  hath  fo  much  overborn  her,  that  my  daughter  is 
fometime  afraid  fhe  will  do  a  defperate  outrage  to  her  felf  j 
it  is  very  true. 

Pedro.  It  were,  good  that  Benedick  knew  of  it  by  fome 
other,  if  fhe  will  not  difcover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end  ?  he  would  but  make  a  fport  of  it, 
and  torment  the  poor  Lady  worfe. 

Pedro.  If  he  fhould,  it  were  an  alms  to  hang  him  ;  fhc'j 
an  excellent  fweet  Lady,  and  (out  of  all  luipicion)  fhe 
virtuous. 

Claud.  And  fhe  is  exceeding  wife. 

Pedro,  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  my  Lord,  wifdoxn  and  blood  combating  in  fo 
Vot.  II,  O  tender 
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tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that  blood  hath 
the  victory  ;  I  am  lorry  for  her,  as  I  have  juft  caufe,  being 
her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

Pedro.  I  would  Ihe  had  beftow'd  this  dotage  on  me  j  I 
would  havedofft  all  other  refpects,  and  ma«le  her  half  my 
felf ;  I  pray  you,  tell  Benedick  of  it,  and  hear  what  he 
will  fay. 

Leon,  Were  it  good,  think  you  ? 

Claud.  Hero  thinks  furely  Ihe  will  die,  for  me  fays  me 
will  die  if  he  love  her  not,  and  me  will  die  ere  me  make 
her  love  known  ;  and  me  will  die  if  he  woo  her,  rather 
than  me  will  bate  one  breath  of  her  accuftom'd  crofThefs. 

Pedrc.  She  doth  well  ;  if  me  mould  make  tender  of  hejr 
love,  *tis  very  polhble  he'll  fcorn  it  5  for  the  man,  as  you 
know  all,  hath  a  contemptuous  fpirit. 

Claud.  He  is  a  very  proper  man. 

Pedro.  He  hath  indeed  a  good  outward  happinefs. 

Claud.  'Fore  God,  and,  in  my  mind,  very  wife. 

Pedro.  He  doth  indeed  mew  fome  fparks  that  are  like  wit# 

Leon.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

Pedro.  As  Hetlor,  I  aiTure  you  ;  and  in  the  managing  of 
quarrels  you  may  fee  he  is  wife  j  for  either  he  avoids  them 
"with  great  difcretion,  or  undertakes  them  with  a  chriftian- 
like  fear  *•  Well,  I  am  forry  for  your  niece:  mall  we 
go  fee  Benedick,  and  tell  him  of  her  love  ? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  Lord  j  let  her  wear  it  out 
with  good  counfei. 

Leon.  Nay,  that's  impofiible,  me  may  wear  her  heart 
out  firft. 

Pedro.  "Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  it  by  your  daugh- 
ter ;  Jet  it  cool  the  while.  I  love  Benedick  well,  and  I 
could  wifh  he  would  modeftly  examine  himfclf,  to  fee  how 
much  he  is  unworthy  to  have  fo  good  a  Lady. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dinner  is  ready. 

Clavd. 

 a  chrilKan-like  fear- 

'-Leon.  If  hedo  fear  God,  he  muft  neccflV.rily  keep  peace;  if  he 
break  the  peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a  quarrel  with  fear  and 
trembling. 

Tedro.  And  fo  will  he  do,  fortheman  doth  fear  God,hcwfoever 
it  fcenisnotin  him,  by  fume  large  Jefts  he  willmake. 
Well,  qc. 
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Claud.  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I  will  never 
trull  my  expectation.  '     wm  never 

Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  fame  net  fpread  for  her,  and  that 
muft  your  daughter  and  her  gentlewoman  wsy  :  the  fport 
will  be,  when  they  hold  an  opinion  of  one  another's  dotage 
and  no  fuch  matter  ;  that's  the  fcene  that  I  would  fee! 
which  will  be  meerly  a  dumb  ihew  5  let  us  fend  her  to  call 
him  in  to  dinner.  [Exeunt 
»   I  ?  E^lE  X'    Benedick  advances  from  the  ArbourT  " 

Bern  This  can  be  no  trick,  the  conference  was  fadly 
born  }  they  have  the  truth  of  this  from  Hero,  they  feem  to 
pity  the  Lady  5  it  fcems  her  affections  have  the  full  bent, 
fcove  me  I  why  it  muft  be  requited  .  J  ^  w  j 

cenfm  dj  they  fay  I  will  bear  my  felf  proudly,  if  I  perceive 
the  love  come  trom  her  ;  they  fay  too,  that  /he  will  rather 

rnlrrv"?  SiVC         flgI!-  °f  affedi°n  1  did  neVer  to 

^    ^  JmUin°t  feem  Pr0ud  happy-are  they  that 

hear  their  detractions,  and  can  put  them  trending  :Vy 
fay  the  Lady, s  fair-  'tis  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them  witnefs; 
and  virtuous  j  tis  fo,  I  cannot  reprove  it:  and  wife,  but 
for  loving  me— by  my  troth,  it  is  no  addition  to  her  wit, 
nor  no  great  argument  of  her  foUy  j  for  I  will  be  horribly 
id  love  with  her,  1  may  chance  to  w  fome  J 

remnan\S  °f  Wk  br°ken  0n  ™>  beCau'e  i  nave 
raildfo  long  agamft  marriage;  but  doth  not  the  appetite 
alter  ?  a  man  loves  the  meat  in  his  youth,  that  he  cannot 

paper  bullets  of  the  brain,  awe  a  man  from  the  career  of 
his  humour  ?  no  :  the  world  muft  be  peopled.  When  I 
fa«  I  would  die  a  batchelor,  I  did  not  diink  I  fhould  live 
til  I  were  marryU  Here  comes  Beatrice  :  by  this  dav 
Ae  s  a  fair  Lady,  X  do  fpy  fome  marks  of  love  in  her.  * 
jj  E»ter  Beatrice. 

dinner!'    ^  ^        1  am  fent  t0  bid  7°"  c0™  <»  *» 

b"'"  fff I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 
takVnain,       L n°,m0re  Pains  for  thefe  thanks,  than  you 

You  take  pleafure  then  in  the  menage. 

0  *  Aw. 
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Beat*  Yea,  juft  fomuch  as  you  may  take  Upon  a  knife's 
point,  and  choak  a  daw  withal :  you  have  no  ftomach* 
Signior  ;  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Bene,  Ha  !  againfi  my  nvill  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in 
to  dinner  :  there's  a  double  meaning  in  that,  J  took  no 
more  pains  for  tbofe  thanks,  than  you  took  pains  to  thank  me  ; 
that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  any  pains  that  I  take  for  you  are 
as  eafie  as  thanks.  If  I  do  not  take  pity  of  her,  I  am  a 
villain  ;  if  I  do  not  love  her,  I  am  a  Jew  5  I  will  go  ge% 
fcor  picture*  [Exit. 

ACT   III.    SCENE  I. 

Continues  in  the  Garden, 
Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  d»</UrfuIa. 
Hero,       O  O  D  Margaret,  run  thee  into  the  parlour, 

VJT  There  ihalt  thou  find  my  coufin  Beatrice , 
Propofing  with  the  Prince  and  Claudio  ; 
Whifper  her  ear,  and  tell  her  I  and  Urfula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  difcourfe 
Is  all  of  her  ;  fay  that  thou  overheard'ft  us* 
And  bid  her  fteal  into  the  pleached  bower, 
Where  honey- fuckles  ripen'd  by  the  fun 
Forbid  the  fun  to  enter  ;  like  to  favourites 
Made  proud  by  Princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
Againft  that  power  that  bred  it ;  there  will  /he  hide  her, 
To  liften  to  our  purpofe  ;  this  is  thy  office, 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  I'll  make  her  come,  I  warrant,  prefently.  [Exit* 
Hero.  Now,  Urfula,  when  Beatrice  doth,  come, 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down, 
Our  talk  muft  only  be  of  Benedick  ; 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit , 
My  talk  to  thee  muft  be  how  Benedick 
Is  lick  in  love  with  Beatrice  5  of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made, 
That  only  wounds  by  hear-fay :  now  begin. 

Enter  Beatrice,  running  towards  the  Arbour* 
For  look  where  Beatrice  like  a  lapwing  runs 
Clofe  by  the  ground  to  hear  our  conference. 

UrL 
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Urf.  The  pkafant'ft  angling  is  to  fee  the  fifh 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  thefilver  ftream, 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait  j 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice ,  who  e'en  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture  j 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  ear  lofe  nothing 
Of  the  falfe  fweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it.  » 
No  truly,  Urfu/a,  me's  too  difdainful, 
I  know  her  l'pirits  are  as  coy  and  wild, 
As  haggards  of  the  rock. 

Urf  But  are  you  fure 
That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  fo  intirely  ? 

Hero.  So  fays  the  Prince,  and  my  new-trothed  Lord, 
Urf.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  Madam  ?  • 
Hero.  They  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it  J 
But  I  perfuaded  them,,  if  they  Iov'd  Benedick, 
To  wifli  him  wraftle  with  affection, 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Urf.  Why  did  you  fo  ?  doth  not  the  gentleman 
Deferve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed, 
As  ever  Beatrice  mall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  God  of  love  !  I  know  he  doth  deferve 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man  : 
But  nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  fruft"  than  that  of  Beatrice. 
Difdain  and  fcorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  eyes, 
Mif- prizing  what  they  look  on,  and  her  wit 
Values  it  felf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  elfe  feems  weak  ;  me  cannot  love, 
Nor  take  no  mape  nor  project  of  affection, 
She  is  fo  felf-indeared. 

Urf.  Sure  I  think  fo  ; 
And  therefore  certainly  it  were  not  good 
!   She  knew  his  love,  left  me  make  fport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why,  you  fpeak  truth.    I  never  yet  faw  man, 
How  wife,  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featurM, 
But  ihe  would  fpell  him  backward  5  if  fair-fae'd, 
She'd  fwcar  the  gentleman  mould  be  her  fifter  j 
If  black,  why,  Nature,  drawing  of  anantick, 

q  3  Made 
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Made  a  foul  blot  ;  if  tall,  a  launce  ill-headed  a 
If  low,  an  aglet  very  vilely  cut  $ 
If  fpeaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds  s 
If  filent,  why,  a  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  flie  every  man  the  wrong  fide  out, 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue  that 
Which  fimplenefs  and  merit  purchafeth. 

Urf.  Sure,  fure  fuch  carping  is  not  commendable. 

Hero,  No,  for  to  be  fo  odd,  and  from  all  famions, 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable. 
But  who  dare  tell  her  fo  I  if  I  fhould  fpeak, 
She'd  mock  me  into  air;  O,  me  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  my  felf,  prefs  me  to  death  with  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  covered  fire, 
Confume  away  in  fighs,  wafte  inwardly  ; 
It  were  a  bitter  death  to  die  with  mocks, 
Which  is  as  bad  as  'tis  %o  die  with  tickling. 

Urf.  Yet  tell  her  of  it  j  hear  what  (he  will  fly. 

Hero.  No,  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counfel  him  to  fight  againft  his  paflion. 
And  truly  I'll  devife  fome  honeft  Uanders 
To  ftain  my  coufln  with  ;  one  doth  not  know 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  impoifon  liking. 

Urf.  O,  do  not  do  your  coufin  fuch  a  wrong. 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true  judgment, 
(Having  fo  fweet  and  excellent  a  wit, 
As  (he  is  prizM  to  have)  as  torefufe 
So  rare  a  gentleman  as  Benedick. 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy, 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudio. 

Urf.  I  pray  you,  be  not  angry  with  me,  Madam, 
Speaking  my  fancy  5  Signicr  Benedick, 
For  fhape,  for  bearing,  argument  and  valouiy 
Goes  foremoft  in  report  through  Italy. 

Hero.  Indeed  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name, 

Urf.  His  excellence  did  earn  it  ere  he  had  it. 
When  are  you  marry'd,  Madam  ? 

Hero.  Why,  every  day,  to-morrow :  come,  go  in, 
1*11  mew  thee  fome  attires,  and  have  thy  counfel 
Which  is  the  belt  to  iurnifh  me  to-morrow. 
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Vnf.  She's  ta'cn,  I  warrant  you  ;  wc  have  caught  her* 
Madam. 

Hero.  If  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps ; 
Some  Cupids  kill  with  arrows,  Come  with  traps.  [Exeunt* 
Beatrice  advances* 
Beat.  Wbat  fire  is  in  my  ears  ?  can  this  be  true  } 
Stand  I  condemn'd  for  pride  and  fcorn  fo  much  ? 
Contempt  farewell,  and  maiden  pride  adieu  ! 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  fuch. 
And,  Benedick,  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee, 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand  j 
If  thou  doft  love,  my  kindnefs  mall  incite  thee 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band. 
For  others  fay  thou  doft  deferve,  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.  [Exit* 
SCENE    II.     Leonato'i  Houfe. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick  and  Leonato. 
Pedro,  I  do  but  ftay  till  your  marriage  be  confummatej 
and  then  I  go  toward  Arragon. 

Claud*  I'll  bring  you  thither,  my  Lord,  if  you'll  vouch- 
safe me. 

Pedro.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  great  a  foil  in  the  new 
glofs  of  your  marriage,  as  to  mew  a  child  his  new  coat  and 
forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will  only  be  bold  with  Benedick  for 
his  company,  for  from  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  fole  of 
his  foot  he  is  all  mirth  ;  he  hath  twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid** 
bow-ftring,  and  the  little  hangman  dare  not  moot  at  him  ; 
ha  hath  a  heart  as  found  as  a  bell,  and  his  tongue  is  the 
clapper  ;  for  what  his  heart  thinks,  his  tongue  fpeaks. 

Bene.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon.  So  fay  I ;  methinks  you  are  fadder, 

Claud.  I  hope  he  is  in  love. 

Pedro.  Hang  him  truant,  there's  no  true  drop  of  blood 
in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with  love  j  if  he  be  fad,  he 
wants  mony. 

Bene.  I  have  the  tooth-ach* 

Pedro.  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it. 

Claud.  You  muft  hang  it  firft,  and  draw  it  afterwards. 

Pedro.  What  ?  iighfor  the  tooth-ach  ! 

Lien*  Which  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm.  Bern* 
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Bene,  Well,  every  one  can  matter  a  grief  but  lit  that 
has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  fay  I  he  is  in  love. 

Pedro.  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  him,  unlefs  it 
be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  ftrange  difguifes,  as  to  be  a 
Dutch  man  to-day,  a  French  man  to-morrow  5  unlefs  he 
have  a  fancy  to  this  foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no 
fool  for  fancy,  as  you  would  have  it  to  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  fome  woman,  there  is 
no  believing  old  figns  j  he  brumes  his  hat  a-mornings  ; 
what  ihould  that  bode  ? 

Pedro.  Hath  any  man  feen  him  at  the  barber's  ? 

Claud.  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been  feen  with 
him,  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath  already  ftutc 
tennis-balls. 

Leon*  Indeed  he  looks  younger  than  he  did  by  the  lofs  of 
a  beard. 

Pedro.  Nay,  he  rubs  himfelf  with  civet  5  can  you  frneli 
him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  the  fweet  youth*  s  in 
love. 

Pedro.  The  greater!:  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy. 

Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wafh  his  face  ? 

Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf  ?  for  the  which  I  hear 
what  they  fay  of  him. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  his  jefting  fpirit,  which  is  now  crept 
into  a  lute-ftring,  and  now  govern' d  by  flops—— 

Pedro.  Indeed  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him.  Conclude 
he  is  in  love. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too :  I  warrant  one  that 
knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions,  and  in  defpight  of  all, 
dies  for  him. 

Pedro.  She  mall  be  bury'd  with  her  heels  upwards  *. 
Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ach.    Old  Sig— 
nior,  walk  afide  with  me,  I  have  ftudy'd  eight  or  nine  wife 

words 

*  Thty  jbouUbe  buried  frith  their  beds  upwards  was  a  proverbial 
faying  heretofore  in  ufe  and  applied  to  thofe  who  had  met  with  any 
piece  oi  fortujie  very  furyrisi  i»g  and  very  rare. 
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words  to  fpcak  to  you  which  thefe  hobby-horfes  muft  not 
hear.  f  Exeunt  Bene,  and  Leon. 

Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about  Beatrice, 

Claud*  'Tis  even  fo.  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by  this, 
play'd  their  "arts  with  Beatrice,  and  then  the  two  bean 
will  net  bit.?  o-  rwhen  they  meet* 

S  C  :    III.  £<5«  John. 

^>£«.  My  L.:id  and  brother,  God  fave  you. 

Pedro.  Good  den,  BrotW- 

John.  If  your  leifure  ferv'id,  I  would  fpeak  with  you* 
Pedro.  In  private  ? 

John.  If  it  pleafe  you  ;  yet  Count  Claudia  may  hear,  for 
what  I  would  fpeak  of  concerns  him. 
Pedro.  What's  the  matter  ? 

John.  Means  your  Lordihip  to  be  marry  *d  to-morrow  ? 

[To  Claudio, 

Pedro.  You  know  he  does. 

John.  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what  I  know. 
Claud.  If  there  be  a.ny  impediment,  I  pray  you,  dif* 
cover  it. 

John.  You  may  think  I  love  you  not,  let  that  appear 
hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that  I  now  will  mani- 
feft  ;  for  my  brother,  I  think  he  holds  you  well,  and  in 
dearnefs  of  heart  hath  holp  to  effect  your  enfuing  marriage  j 
furely,  fuit  ill  fpent,  and  labour  ill  beftow'd. 

Pedro.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

John.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you,  and  circumftances 
fliorten'd,  (for  flie  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  of)  the  Lady 
is  difloyal. 

Claud.  Who  ?  Hero  f 

John.  Even  me,  Lconato's  Hqc,  your  Hero,  every  man'f 
Hero. 

Claud.  Difloyal  ? 

John.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wickednefs  ; 
I  could  fay  me  were  worfe  ;  think  youcf  a  worfe  title,  and 
I  will  fit  her  to  it :  wonder  not  till  further  warrant ;  go  but 
with  me  to-night,  you  mall  fee  her  chamber  window  en- 
ter'd,  even  the  night  before  her  wedding-day  ;  if  you  lov« 
her  then,  to-morrow  wed  her  j  but  it  would  better  ftt  your 
.honour  to  change  your  mind. 

Claud, 


i 
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Claud.  May  this  be  fo  ? 
Pedro.  I  will  not  think  it. 

John.  If  you  dare  not  truft  that  you  fee,  confefs  not  that 
you  know  ;  if  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  mew  you  enough  $ 
and  when  you  have  feen  more  and  heard  more,  proceed  ac- 
cordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  fee  any  thing  to-night  why  I  mould  not 
marry  her  to-morrow  $  in  the  congregation  where  I  mould 
wed,  there  will  I  fhame  her. 

fedro.  And  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her,  I  wil  l  join 
with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

John.  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther,  "till  you  are  my 
witnelfes  $  bear  it  coldly  but  'till  night,  and  let  the  ilTue 
/hew  it  felf. 

Pedro.  O  day  untowardly  turned  ! 

Claud.  O  mifchief  ltrangely  thwarting ! 

'John.  O  plague  right  well  prevented  \ 
So  will  you  fay  when  you  have  feen  the  fequel.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    IV.     The  Street. 
Enter  Dogberry  and  Verges,  with  the  Watch. 

Dogb.  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

Verg.  Yea,  or  elfe  it  were  pity  but  they  ihould  fuffer 
ialvation,  body  and  foul. 

Dogb.  Nay,  that  were  a  punimment  too  good  for  them, 
if  they  ihould  have  any  allegiance  in  them,  being  chofen  for 
the  Prince's  Watch. 

^/g.Well,  give  them  their  charge,  neighbour  Dogberry. 

Dogb.  Firft,  who-  think  you  the  moft  difartlefs  man  to 
be  conftahle  ? 

I  Watch.  Hugh  Oatcake,  Sir,  or  George Seaco/e  $  for  they 
can  write  and  read. 

Dogb.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seaeole:  God  hath  bleft 
you  with  a  good  name  5  to  be  a  well  -  favoured  man  is  the  gift 
^'fortune,  but  to  write  and  read  comes  by  nature. 

2.  Watch.  Both  which,  mailer  conftable- 

Dogb.  You  have :  I  knew  it  would  be  your  anfwer. 
Well,  for  your  favour,  Sir,  why,  give  God  thanks,  and 
make  no  boaft  of  it  5  and  for  your  writing  and  reading,  let 
that  appear  when  there  is  no  need  of  fuch  vanity  :  you  arc 
thought  here  to  be  the  moft  fenfelefs  and  fit  man  for  the 

Conftable 
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Conftable  of  the  watch,  therefore  bear  you  the  Janthorn  j 
this  is  your  charge  :  you  /hall  comprehend  all  vagrom  men, 
you  are  to  bid  any  man  ftand  in  the  Prince's  name. 

2  Watch.  How  if  he  will  not  ftand  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him  go, 
and  prefently  call  the  reft  of  the  Watch  together,  and 
thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

Verg.  If  he  will  not  ftand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is  none 
of  the  Prince's  iubjects. 

Dogb.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but  the 
Prince's  fubjecls :  you  lhall  alfo  make  no  noife  in  the 
Streets  ;  for,  for  the  Watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is  moft 
tolerable,  and  not  to  be  endur'd. 

2  Watch.  We  will  father  ileep  than  talk  j  we  know 
what  belongs  to  a  Watch. 

Dogb.  Why,  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moft  quiet 
Watchman,  for  I  cannot  fee  how  flecping  fhould  offend  ; 
only  have  a  care  that  your  bills  be  not  ftolen  :  well,  you  are 
to  call  at  all  the  alehoufes,  and  bid  them  that  are  drunk 
get  them  to  bed. 

2  Watch.  How  if  they  will  not  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then  let  them  alone  till  they  are  fober  ;  if 
they  make  you  not  then  the  better  anfwer,  you  may  &y 
they  are  not  the  men. you  took  them  for. 

2  Watch.  Well,  Sir. 

Dogb.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  fufpecl  him  by  vir- 
tue of  your  office  to  be  no  true  man  ;  and  for  iuch  kind  of 
men,  the  lefs  you  meddle  or  make  with  them,  why,  the 
more  is  for  your  honefty. 

.  2  W itch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  /hall  we  not 
lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Dogb.  Truly  by  your  office  you  may  ;  but  I  think  they 
that  touch  pitch  will  be  dcnTd  :  the  moft  peaceable  way 
for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief,  is  to  let  him  fhew  himfelf 
.what  he  is,  and  ileal  out  of  your  company. 

Verg.  You  have  been  always  call'd  a  merciful  man, 
partner. 

Dogb.  Truly  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my  will,  much 
more  a  man  who  hath  any  honefty  in  him. 
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Verg.  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you  muftcall 
to  the  nurfe  and  bid  her  ftili  it. 

2  Watch.  How  if  the  nurfe  be  afleep,  and  will  not  hear 
Us  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the  child  wake 
her  with  crying  :  for  the  ewe  that  will  not  hear  her  iamb 
when  it  baes,  will  never  anfwer  a  calf  when  he  bleats. 

Verg.  'Tis  very  true. 

Dogb,  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge  :  you,  conftable, 
are  to  prefent  the  Prince's  own  perfon  5  if  you  meet  the 
Prince  in  the  night,  you  may  flay  him. 

Verg.  Nay,  birlady,  that  I  think  he  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  fhillings  to  one  on't  with  any  man  that  knows 
the  Statues,  he  may  ftay  him  5  marry,  not  without  the 
Prince  be  willing :  for  indeed  the  Watch  ought  to.  offend  no 
man  5  and  it  is  an  offence  to  fray  a  man  againil  his  will, 

Verg.  Birlady,  I  think  it  be  fo. 

Dogb,  Ha,  ha,  ha !  well,  mafters,  good  night  ;  an 
there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  me  5  keep 
your  fellows'*  counfel  and  your  own,  and  good  night;  come, 
neighbor. 

a  Watch.  Well,  mailers,  we  hear  our  charge  ;  let  us  go  fit 
were  upon  the  church- bench  till  two,  and  then  all  to  bed. 

Dogb.  One  word  more,  honefl  neighbours.  I  pray  you, 
watch  about  Signior  Leonato's  door,  for  the  wedding  being 
there  to-morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil  to-night ;  adiou  ; 
be  vigilant,  I  befeech  you.  [Exeunt  Dogb.  and  Verg* 

SCENE    V.     Enter  Borachio  and  Conrade. 

Bora.  What,  Conrade  ! 

Watch.  Peace,  ftir  not.^  [Afide, 

Bora.  Conrade,  I  fay, 

Conr.  Here,  man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 

Bora.  Mafs,  and  my  elbow  itch'd,  I  thought  thcr€ 
Would  a  fcab  follpw. 

Conr.  I  will  owe  thee  an  anlwer  for  that,  and  now  for- 
ward with  thy  tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  clofe  under  this  pent-houfe,  for  It 
dvizlei  rain,  and  I  will,  like  a  true  drunkard,  utter  all  to 
thee. 

Watch,  Some  fc-eft&fl,  teasers  5  y?t  foai  clffe, 
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Bora.  Therefore  know,'  I  Lave  earned  of  Dan  John  a 
thoufand  ducats. 

Ccnr.  Is  it  pofiible  that  any  villainy  mould  be  fo  dear  ? 

Bora.  Thou  fhould'ft  rather  afk  if  it  were  poffible  any 
villainy  inould  be  fo  rich  ?  for  when  rich  villains  have  need 
of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  what  price  they  will. 

Conr,  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bora*  That  /hews  thou  art  unconfirm'd  ;  thou  knoweft 
that  the  fafhion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat,  or  a  cloak  is  nothing 
to  a  man. 

Conr.  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora,  I  mean  the  fafhion. 

Conr.  Yes,  the  fafhion  is  the  fafhion* 

Bora,  Tufll,  I  may  as  well  fay  the  fool's  the  fool ;  but 
feeft  thou  not  what  a  deformed  thief  this  fafhion  is  ? 

Watch.  I  know  that  Deformed ;  he  has  been  a  vile  thief 
this  feven  years ;  he  goes  up  a,nd  down  like  a  gentleman  «  I 
remember  his  name. 

Bora.  Didft  thou  not --hear  fome  body  ? 

Conr,  No,  'twas  the  vane  on  the  houfe. 

Bora.  Seeft  thou  riot,  I  fay,  what  a  deformed  thief  this 
fafhion  is,  how  giddily  he  turns  about  all  the  hot- bloods  be- 
tween fourteen  and  five  and  thirty,  fometimes  fafhioning 
thera  like  Pharaohs  foldiers  in  the  reechy  painting,  fome- 
times like  the  God  Bel's  priefts  in  the  old  church-win- 
dow, fometimes  like  the  fhaven  Hercules*  in  the  fmirch'd 
worm-eaten  tapeftry,  where  his  codpiece  feems  as  malTie  it 
his  club  ? 

Conr,  All  this  I  fee,  and  fee  that  the  fafhion  wears  out 
more  apparel  than  the  man  ;  but  art  not  thou  thy  felf  giddy 
with  the  fafhion,  that  thou  hail  mifted  out  of  thy  tale  into 
telling  me  of  the  fafhion  > 

Bora.  Not  fo  neither  ;  but  know  that  I  have  to-night 
wooed  Margaret,  the  Lady  Herts  gentlewoman,  by  the 
name  of  Hero  ;  fhe  leans  me  out  at  her  miftrefs's  chamber- 
window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  goodnight — I  tell  thi« 
tare  vilely— I  fkould  firft  tell  thee  how  the  Prince,  Claudio, 
and  my  mafter  planted  and  placM,  and  poliefied  by  my 
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matter  Don  John,  faw  far  off  in  the  orchard  this  amiable 
encounter. 

Conr.-  And  thought  thy  Margaret  was  Hero  f 

Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Claudio,  but 
the  devil  my  matter  knew  me  was  Margaret ;  and  partly  by 
his  oaths  which  flrft  pofleft  them,  partly  by  the  dark  night 
which  did  deceive  them,  but  chiefly  by  my  villainy,  which 
did  confirm'any  (lander  that  Don  yobn  had  made,  away  went 
C/audio-  enraged,  fwo're  he  would  meet  her  as  he  was  ap- 
pointed next  morning  at  the  temple,  and  there  before  the 
whole  congregation  fhame  her  with  what  he  faw  o'er  night, 
and  fend  her  home  again  without  a  hufband. 

I  Watch.  We  charge  you  in  the  Prince's  name  ftand. 

zJVatch.  Call  up  the  right  matter  conftable,  we  have 
here  recovered  the  molt  dangerous  piece  of  lechery  that  ever 
%\aS  known  in  the  common-wealth. 
-  i  Watch.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them  \  I  know 
liim,  he  wears  a  lock, 

Conr.  Matters,  matters,—— 

i  Watch.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth,  I  war- 
rant you. 

Conr.  Matters,  

I  Watch.  Never  fpeak,  we  charge  you,  let  us  obey  you 
to  go  with  us. 

'  Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  commodity,  being 
taken  up  of  thefe  mens  bills. 

Conr.  A  commodity  in  queftion,  I  warrant  you  :  come, 
we'll  obey  vou.       '  \Exeunt, 
*  S'C  E  N  E  VI.    Leonato'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Hero,  Margaret  and  Urfula. 

Hero.  Good  Urfula,  wake  my  couiin  Beatrice,  and  dettre 
her  to  rife.  •  ,«?/%    ■  ■  .  ■ 

I   Urf.  I  will,  Lady. 

Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 

Urf.  Well.  [Exit. 
Marg.  Troth,  I  think  your  other  rabato  were  better. 
Hero.  No,  pray  thee,  good  Meg,  I'll 'wear  this. 
,  Jfiar-g.  By  my  troth,  -it's  not  ib  good,  and  I  warrant 
ycur  coufin  will  fay  fo. 

"   .  •*  Hero* 
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JltrOy  My  cou fin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another,  Vll 
wear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if  the  hair 
were  a  thought  browner  \  and  your  gown's  a  moft  rare 
fafhion,  i'  faith.  1  faw  the  Dutchefs  of  Milan*  gown 
that  they  praiie  fo.  . 

Hero.  6,  that  exceeds,  they  fay. 

Marg*  By  my  troth,  it's  but  a  night-gown  in  refpect  of 
yours  j  cloth  of  gold  and  cuts,  and  lac'd  with  filver,  fet 
with  pearls  down-fleeves,  fide-fleeves,  and  fkirts  round, 
underborn  with  a  bleuifh  tinfel  5  but  for  a  fine,  queint, 
graceful  and  excellent  fafhion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on't. 

Hero.  Cod  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart  is  ex- 
ceeding heavy  ! 

Marg.  'Twill  be  heavier  foon  by  the  weight  of  a  man. 

Hero.  Fie  upon  thee,  art  not  amam'd  ? 

Marg.  Of  what,  Lady  ?  of  fpeaking  honourably  ;  is  not 
marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar  ?  is  not  your  Lord  honour- 
able without  marriage  ?  I  think  you  would  have  me  fay 
(faving  your  reverence)  a  hufband.  If  bad  thinking  do  not 
wreft  true  fpeaking,  I'll  offend  no  body  ;  is  there  any  harm 
in  the  heavier  for  a  hufband  ?  none  I  think,  if  it  be  the  right 
hufband,  and  the  right  wife,  otherwife  'tis  light  and  not 
heavy  j  afk  my  Lady  Beatrice  elfe,  here  /he  comes. 
SCENE   VII.    Enter  Beatrice. 

Hero.  Good  morrow,  coz. 

Beat.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hero.  , 

Hero,  Why,  how  now  ?  do  you  fpeak  in  the  fick  tune  ? 
1     Beat,  1  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  methinks.  ' 

Marg,  Clap  us  into  Light  0'  love  5  that  goes  without  a 
burden  5  do  you  fing  it,  and  I'll  dance  it. 

Beat.  Yes,  Light  c'  love  with  your  heels:  then  if  your 
hufband  have  ftables  enough,  you'll  look  he  ihall  lack  no 
barns. 

Marg.  O  illegitimate  conftruition  !  I  fcorn  that  with 
my  heels. 

Beat.  'Tis  almofl  five  a  clock,  coufin  ;  'tis  time  you 
.were  ready  :  by  my  troth,  I  am  exceeding  ill  j  hey  ho  ! 
Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horfe,  or  a  hulband  ? 
Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 
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Marg.  Well,  if  you  be  not  turnM  Turk,  there's  no 
more  failing  by  the  ftar. 

Beat,  What  means  the  fool,  trow  ? 

Marg.  Nothing  I,  but  God  fend  every  one  their  heart's 
defire  ! 

Hero.  Thefe  gloves  the  Count  fent  me,  they  are  an  excel- 
lent perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  ftuft,  coufin,  I  cannot  fmell. 

Marg.  A  maid  and  ftuft!  there's  a  goodly  catching  of  cold. 

jfjjt.  0,God  help  me,  God  help  me,  how  long  have  you 
profeft  apprehenfion  ? 

Marg.  Ever  fince  you  left  it  5  doth  not  my  wit  become 
jne~rarely  ? 

Beat.  It  is  not  feen  enough,  you  flxould  wear  it  in  your 
cap.    By  my  troth,  I  am  lick. 

Marg.  Get  you  fome  of  this  diftill'd  Carduus  Benedi£fus9 
and  lay  it  to  your  heart;  it  is  the  only  thing  for  a  qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'ft  her  with  a  thiftle. 

Beat.  BenediHus  ?  why  Benedi&ui  ?  you  have  fome  mo- 
ral in  this  Benediclus. 

Marg.  Moral  ?  no,  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral  mean- 
ing, I  meant  plain  holy-thiftle  ;  you  may  think  perchance 
that  I  think  you  are  in  love  j  nay,  birlady,  I  am  not  fuch  a 
fool  to  think  what  I  lift  ;  nor  I  lift  not  to  think  what  I  can, 
nor  indeed  I  cannot  think,  if  I  would  think  my  heart  out 
■with-^thinking,  that  you  are  in  love,  or  that  you  will  be  in 
love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love  :  yet  Benedick  was  fuch 
another,  and  now  is  he  become  a  man  j  he  fwore  he  would 
never  marry,  and  yet  now  jn  defpight  of  his  heart  he  eats 
his  meat  without  grudging  ;  and  how  you  may  be  convert- 
ed I  know  not,  but  methmks  you  look  with  your  eyes  as 
other  women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps  } 

Marg*  Not  a  falfe  gallop. 

Enter  Urfula. 

Urf.  Madam,  withdraw  j  the  Prince,  the  Count,  Signior 
Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants  of  the  town  are 
come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Herd.  Help  to  drefs  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg,  good 
Urfula*  "  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  VIII. 
Enter  Leonato,  with  Dogberry  and  Verges. 
Leon,  What  would  you  with  me,  honeft  neighbour  ? 
Dogb.  Marry,  Sir,  I  would  have  fome  confidence  with 
you  that  decernt  you  nearly.* 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you,  for  yoti  fee  'tis  a  bufy  time  with 
me. 

Dogb,  Marry,  this  it  is,  Sir. 

Verg.  Yes  in  truth  it  is,  Sir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,  my  good  friends  ? 

Dogb.  Goodman  Verges,  Sir,  fpeaks  a  little  of  the  mat- 
jter,  an  old  man,  Sir,  and  his  wits  are  not  fo  blunt,  as  God 
help  1  would  defire  they  were,  but,  in  faith,  as  honeft  a3 
the  ikin  between  his  brows. 

Verg,  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honeft  as  any  man 
living;  that  is  an  old'  man  and  no  honefter  than  I. 

Dogb.  Comparifons  are  odorous,  palabras,  neighbouf 
Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

Dogb;  It  pleafes  your  Worfhip  to  fay  fo,  but  we  are  the 
poor  Duke's  officers  5  but  truly -for  mine  own  part;  if  I 
were  as  tedious  as  a  King,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  be- 
ftow  it  all  of  your  worfhip. 

Leon.  All  thy  tedioufnefs  on  me,  ha  ? 

Dogb.  Yea,  and  twice  a  thoufand  times  more  {han  'tis, 
for  I  hear  as,  good  exclamation  on  your  Worfhip  as  of  a^y 
man  in  the  city  j  and  tho'  I  be  but  a  poor  man,  I  am  glad 
to  hear  it. 

Verg.  And  fo  am  I. 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay. 

Verg.  Marry,  Sir,  our  Watch  to-night,  excepting  y out 
Worfhip' s  prefence,  hath  ta'en  a  couple  of  as  arrant  knaves 
as  any  in  Mcfiina. 

Dogb.  A  good  old  man,  Sir,  he  will  be  talking  as  thev 
fay  }  when  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out,  God  help  us,  it  is 
a  world  to  fee  :  well  faid,  i'  faith,  neighbour  Verges,  well 
he's  a  good  man  ;  an  two  men  ride  anhorfe,  one  muft  ride 
behind  j  an  honeft  foul,  i'  faith,  Sir,  by  my  troth  he  is  as 
ever  broke  bread,  but  God  is  to  be  worfhip'd  j  all  men  are 
not  alike,  alas  g<wd  neighbour » 
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Leon,  Indeed,  neighbour,  he  comes  too  mortof  you, 
Dogb,  Gifts  that  Cjod  gives. 
Leon*  I  muft  leave  you. 

Dogb,  One  word,  Sir  j  our  Watch  have  indeed  compre- 
hended two  aufpicious  perfons,  and  we  would  have  them 
♦his  morning  examinM  before  your  Wor/lyp. 

Leon,  Take  their  examination  your  felf,  arid  bring  it  me  | 
I  am  now  in  great  hafte,  as  may  appear  unto  you. 
\  Dogb,  It  mall  be  fumgance. 

J^eon,  Drink  fome  wine  ere  you  go  :  fare  you  well. 
Enter  a  Mejj'enger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord,  they  flay  for  you  to  give  your  daughter 
to  her  bufband'. 

Leon,  Til  W3it  upon  them.    I  am  ready.    [Exit  Leon. 

Dogb,  Go,  good  partner,  go  get  you  to  Francis  Scdcok, 
bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the  jail  j  we  are  now- 
to  examine  thofe  men. 

Verg,  And  wc  muft  do  it  wifely. 

Dogb.  We  will  fpare  for  no  wit,  I  warrant ;  here's  that 
fhall  drive  fome  of  them  to  a  non-come.  Only  get  the 
learned  writer  to  fet  down  our  excommunication,  and  meet 
3Ce  at  the  Jail.        '  [Exeunt, 

ACT  IV.    SCENE  I. 
A  CHURCH. 
j£n?*r  D,  Pedro,  D.  John,  Leonato,  Friar,  Claudio, 
Benedick,  Hero,  and  Beatrice. 
%ton.  /^lOme, '  friar  Francis,  be  brief,  only  to  the  plain 
tO  form  of  marriage,  and  you  fhall  recount  their 
particular  duties  afterwards. 

Friar,  You  come  hither,  my  Lord,  to  marry  this  Lady  ? 
Claud,  No. 

Leon.  'To  be  marry' d  to  her,  friar ;  yon  come  to  marry 
her. 

Friar JL.ady,  you  come  hither  to  be  marry  M  to  this  Count  ? 
Hero.  I  do. 

Friar.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impediment  why 
you  mould  not  be  cojijoinM,  I  charge  you  on  your  fouls  to 
Tatter  it.  •>  5  ■ 

Claud,  Know  you  any,  Her 9? 

-  *  Her; 
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Hero*  None,  my  Lord. 
Friar,  Know  you  any,  Count  ? 
Leon*  I  dare  make  his  anfwer,  none. 
Claud.  O  what  men  dare  do  !  what  men  may  do !  what 
men  daily  do  ! 

Bene,  How  now !  Interjections  ?  why  then,  fome  be  of 
laughing,  as  ha,  ha,  he  ! 

Claud.  Stand  thee  by,  Friar:  father,  by  your  leave. 
Will  you  with  free  asd  unconftrained  foul 
Give  me  this  maid  your  daughter  ? 

Leon.  As  freely,  fon,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 

Claud.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,  whofe  wortfe 
May  counter poife  this  rich  and  precious  gi  ft  ? 

Pedro,  Nothing,  unlefs  you  render  her  again. 

Claud.  Sweet  Prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thankfulnefs  2 
There,  Leoriaio,  take  her  back  again: 
Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend. 
She's  but  the  fign  and  femblance  of  her  honours 
Behold  how  l;ke  a  maid  flic  bluftes  here  ! 
O,  what  authority  and  fhew  of  truth 
Can  cunning  fin  cover  itfelf  withal ! 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modeft  evidence, 
To  witnefs  fimple  virtue  ?  would  you,  not  fwear, 
All  you  that  fee  her,  that  flie  were  a  maid, 
By  thefe  exterior  mews  ?  but  me  is  none  : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed  j 
Her  blufh  is  guiltinefs  not  modefty. 

Leon,  What  do  you  mean,  my  Lerd  ? 

Claud.  Not  to  be  marry'd, 
Not  knit  my  foul  to  an  approved  Wanton. 

Leon.  Dear  my  lord,  if  you  in  your  own  approof 
Have  vanquifh'd  the  refinance  of  her  youth, 
And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity 

Claud.  I  know  what  you  would  fay :  if  I  have  known  her, 
You'll  fay,  fhe  did  embrace  me  as  a  huiband, 
And  fo  extenuate  the  forehand  fin. 
No,  Leonato, 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large  j 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  fifter,  ihew'd 
Bafliful  lincerity,  and  comely  love. 
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Hero.  And  feem'd  I  ever  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Claud.  Out  on  thy  feeming!  I  will  write  againft  it  3 
You  feem'd  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  orb, 
As  chafte  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown  : 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus ,  or  thofe  pamper'd  animals 
That  rage  in  favage  fenfuality. 

Hero,  Is  my  Lord  well,  that  he  doth  fpeak  fo  wide  ? 

Leon.  Sweet  Prince,  why  fpeak  not  you  ? 

Pedro.  What  mould  I  fpeak  ? 
I  ftand  difhonourM,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  Stale. 

Leon.  Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream  ? 

John,  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  are  true. 

Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial. 

Hero.  True  !  O  God  ! 

Claud.  Leonato,  ftand  I  here  ? 
Is  this  the  Prince  I  Is  this  the  Prince's  brother  f 
Is  this  face  Heroes  ?  are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  All  this  is  fo  5  but  what  of  this,  my  Lord  ? 

Claud.  Let  me  but  move  one  queftion  to  your  daughter, 
And  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  fo,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Hero.  O  God  defend  me,  how  am  I  befet ! 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 

Leon.  To  make  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  name. 

Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero  f  who  can  blot  that  ndrrie 
With  any  juft  reproach  ? 

Claud.  Marry,  that  can  Hero ; 
Hero  her  felf  can  blot  out  Herd's  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yefternight 
Out  at  your  window  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ?  , 
Now  if  you  are  a  maid  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  Lord. 
'   Pedro,  Why  then  you  are  no  maiden.  Leonato, 
I  am  forry  you  muft  hear  j  upon  my  honour, 
My  felf,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  Count 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  laft  night 
Talk  with  a  ruffian  at  hgr  chamber-window, 

Wh« 
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Who  hath,  indeed  like  an  illiberal  villain, 
Confefs'd  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in  fecret. 

John.  Fie,  they  are 
Not  to  be  nam'd,  my  Lord,  not  to  be  fpoken  of| 
There  is  not  chaftity  enough  in  language, 
Without  offence,  to  utter  them  :  thus,  pretty  Lady, 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  mifgoyernment. 

Claud,  O  Hero  f  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been, 
Jf  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  plac'd 
About  the  thoughts  and  counfels  of  thy  heart ! 
But  fare  thee  well,  moil  foul,  moft  fair !  farew$I» 
Thou  pure"  impiety,  and  impious  purity ! 
For  thee  I'll  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
And  on  my  eyelids  (hall  conjecture  hang, 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm, 
And  never  mall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon.  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me? 

[Hero  fwooni* 

Beat.  Why,  how  now,  coufin,  wherefore  fink  you  down  9 

John.  Come,  let  us  go  ;  thefe  things  come  thus  to  light 
Smother  her  fpirits  up.  \_Exe.  D.  Pedro,  D.  John  and  Claud, 
SCENE  II. 

Bene.  How  doth  the  Lady  ? 

Beat.  Dead  I  think  5  help,  uncle. 
Hero  /  why  Hero  /  uncle  !  Signior  Benedick  I  Friar  ! 

Leon,  O  fate  I  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand  $ 
Death  is  the  faireft  cover  for  her  mame, 
That  may  be  wiftVd  for. 

Beat.  How  now,  coufin  Hero  f 

Friar,  Have  comfort,  Lady. 

Leon,  Doft  thou  look  up  ? 

Friar.  Yea,  wherefore  mould  me  not  ? 

Leon.  Wherefore  ?  why  doth  not  every  earthly  thin$ 
Cry  mame  upon  her  ?  could  flie  here  deny 
The  ftory  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  ? 
Do  not  live,  Hero,  do  not  ope  thine  eyes  : 
For  did  I  think  thou  wouldft  not  quickly  die, 
Thought  1  thy  fpirits  were  ftronger  than  thy  mames> 
My  felf  would  on  the  rereward  of  reproaches 
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Strike  at  thy  life.    Griev'd  J,  I  had  but  one ? 
Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  hand  ? 
I've  one  too  much  by  thee.    Why  had  I  one  ? 
Why  ever  waft  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  > 
Why  had  not  I,  with  charitable  hand, 
Took  up  a  beggar's  iiiue  at  my  gates  ? 
Who  fmeered  thus,  and  mir'd  with  infamy, 
I  might  have  faid,  no  part  of  it  is  mine, 
This  fhame  derives  it  felf  from  unknown  loms  : 
But  mine,  and  mine  I  lov'd,  and  mine  I  prais'd, 
And  mine  that  1  was  proud  on,  mine  fo  much, 
That  1  my  felf  was  to  my  felf  not  mine, 
Valuing  of  her  5  why,  me,  Oh  !  fhe  is  fall'n 
Jnto  a  pit  of  ink,  that  the  wide  fea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  warn  her  clean  again, 
And  fait  too  little  which  may  feafon  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  Hem. 

Bene.  Sir,  Sir,  be  patient ; 
For  my  part,  1  am  fo  attir'd  in  wonder, 
I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Beat.  O,  on  my  foul,  my  coufin  is  bely'd. 

Bene.  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellow  laft  night  ? 
'  Beat.  No  truly,  not ;  altho'  until  laft  night 
I  have  this  twelvemonths  been  her  bedfellow. 

Libn.  Confirm'd,  confirmed!  O,  that  is  ftronger  made, 
Which  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron. 
Would  the  Prince  lie?  and  Claudio  would  he  lie, 
Who  lov'd  her  fo,  that  fpeaking  of  her  foulnefs, 
Wafh'd  it  with  tears  ?  hence  from  her,  let  her  die* 

Friar*  Hear  me  a  little, 
For  I  have  only  been  filent  fo  long, 
And  given  way  unto  this  courfe  of  fortune, 
By  noting  of  the  Lady.    I  have  mark'd 
A  thoufand  bluihing  apparitions 
To  ftart  into  her  face,  a  thoufand  innocent  fliames 
In  angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  biulhes, 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appear'd  a  fire 
To  burn  the  errors  that  thefe  Princes  hold 
Againft  her  maiden  truth.    Call  me  a  fool, 
Tiuft  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obfervation, 

Which 
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Which  with  experimental  feal  doth  warrant 
The  tenour  of  my  book  j  trufl  not  my  age, 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity, 
If  this  fweet  Lady  lye  not  guiltlefs  here 
Under  fome  biting  error. 

Leon.  It  cannot  be  ; 
Thou  feeft  that  all  the  grace  that  me  hath  left, 
Is,  that  me  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  fm  of  perjury  ;  fhe  not  denies  it : 
Why  feek'ft  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufe 
That  which  appears  in  proper  nakednefs  ? 

Friar,  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  of  ? 

Hero.  They  know  that  do  accufe  me,  I  know  none  : 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive 
Than  that  which  maiden  modefty  doth  warrant, 
Let  all  my  fins  lack  mercy!  Q  my  father, 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  conversed 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yefternight 
Maintain'd  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature, 
Refufe  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar.  There  is  fome  ftrange  mifprifion  in  the  Princes. 

Bene,  Two  of  them  have'  the  very  bent  of  honour^ 
And  if  their  wifdoms  be  mif-led  in  this, 
The  practice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  baftard, 
Whofe  fpirits  toil  in  frame  of  villainies. 

Leon.  I  know  not  :  if  they  fpeak  but  truth  of  her, 
Xhefe  hands  (hall  tear  her  5  if  they  wrong  her  honour, 
The  proudeft  of  them  mail  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dryM  this  blood  of  mine, 
Nor  age  fo  eat  up  my  invention, 
Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havock  of  my  means, 
Nor  my  bad  life  'reft  me  fo  much  of  friends, 
But  they  mail  find  awak'd  in  fuch  a  kind, 
Both  ftrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind, 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends, 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Friar.  Paufe  a  while, 
And  let  my  counfel  fway  you  in  this  cafe. 
Your  daughter  here  the  Princes  left  for  dead  J 
Let  her  a  while  be  fecretly  kept  in, 


180        Much  Ado  about  Nothing, 

And  publifh  it  that  me  is  dead  indeed  : 
Maintain  a  mourning  orientation, 
And  on  your  family's  old  monument 
Hang  mournful  Epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  burial.  '  * 

Leon*  "What  mall  become  of  this  ?  what  will  this  do  } 
Friar,  Marry,  this  well  carry'd,  mall  on  her  behjalf 
Change  flander  to  remorfe  ;  that  is  fome  good  : 
But  not  for  that  dream  I  on  this  ft  range  c©urfe, 
But  on  this  travel  look  for  greater  birth  : 
She  dying,  as  it  muft  be  fo  maintained, 
Upon  the  inftant  that  me  was  actus'd, 
Shall  be  lamented,  pity'd,  and  excus'd, 
Of  every  hearer  :  for  it  fo  falls  out, 
That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth, 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lack'd  and  loft, 
Why  then  we  rack  the  value,  then  we  find 
The  virtue  that  pofleflion  would  not  mew  us 
Whilft  it  was  ours  ;  fo  will  it  fare  with  Claudie : 
When  he  mail  hear  me  dy'd  upon  his  words. 
TrT  idea  of  her  love  (hall  fweetly  creep 
Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination, 
And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 
Shall  come  apparel'd  in  more  precious  habit ; 
More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  life, 
Into  the  eye  and  profpecl:  of  his  foul, 
Than  when  me  liv'd  indeed.    Then  mail  he  mourn, 
If  ever  love  had  intereft  in  his  liver, 
And  wifli  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her ; 
No,  tho*  he  thought  his  accufation  true  : 
Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  fuccefs 
Will  fafhion  the  event  in  better  fhape 
Than  I  can  ky  it  down  in  likelihood. 
But  if  all  aim  but  this  be  levell'd  falfe, 
The  fuppofition  of  the  Lady's  death 
Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy. 
And  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her, 
As  beft  befits  her  wounded  reputation, 
Jn  fome  reclufive  and  religious  life, 
Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries, 

Btnt. 
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Bene.  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  Friar  ad  vile  you  : 
And  tho'  you  know  my  invvardnefs  and  love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  Prince  and  C/audio, 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  fecretly  and  juftly,  as  your  foul 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leon*  Being  that  I  iiow 
In  grief,  alas !  the  fmalleft  twine  may  lead  me. 
Friar.  'Tis  well  confentcd,  prefently  away, 

For  to  Arrange  fores,  ftrangely  they  ftrain  the  cure. 
Come,  Lady,  die  to  live  j  this  wedding-day 

Perhaps  is  but  prolong'd  :  have  patience  and  endure, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE    III.    Manent  Benedick  and  Beatrice. 
Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  ail  this  while  ? 
Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene.  I  will  not  defire  that. 
Beat.  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely. 
Bene.  Surely  I  do  believe  your  fair  coufin  is  wrong'd. 
Beat.  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  deferve  of  me  that 
would  right  her  ! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  ihew  iuch  friendfhip  ? 
Beat.  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 
Bene.  May  a  man  do  it  ? 
Beat.  It  is  a  man's  office,  but  not  yours. 
Bene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  fo  well  as  you  ;  is 
not  that  ftrange  ? 

Beat.  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not ;  it  were  as 
pofiible  forme  to  fay,  I  Jovcd  nothing  fo  well  as  you  -  i  tit 
believe  me  not  ;  and  yet  I  lie  not  ;  i  confefs  nothing,  nor 
I  deny  nothing.    1  am  forry  for  my  coufin. 
Bene  By  my  fword,  Beatrice,  thou  lov'ft  me. 
Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  it  and  eat  it. 
Bene.  I  will  fwear  by  it  that  you  love  me  5  and  I 
make  him  cat  it  that  fays  I  love  not  you. 
Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 
Bene.  With  no  faucc  that  can  be  devisM  to  it  j  It  * 
teft  I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Why  then  God  forgive  me. 
Bene.  What  offence,  fweet  Beatrice  ? 
Vol.  II. 
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Beat.  You  have  ftayM  me  in  a  happy  hour  3  I  was  about 
to  proteft  I  lovM  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 

Beat.  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  that  none 
is  left  to  proteft. 

Bene.  Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 

Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 

Bene,  Ha  !  not  for  the  wide  world. 

Bsat.  You  kill  me  to  deny  j  farewel. 

Bene.  Tarry,  fweet  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I  am  gone,  tho*  I  am  here  5  there  is  no  love  in 
ycu  5  nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 
Bene.  Beatrice  ! 
Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 
Bene.  We'll  be  friends  fir  ft. 

Beat  a  You  dare  eafier  be  friends  with  me,  than  fight 
with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat,  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  a  villain,  that 
Jiath  flander'd,  fcom'd,  difhonour'd  my  kinfwoman  ?  O  that 
I  were  a  man  !  what,  bear  her  in  hand  until  they  come  to 
take  hands,  and  then  with  publick  accufation,  uncover'd 

ilander,  unmitigated  rancour  O  God,  that  I  were  a 

jnan !  I  would  eat  his  heart  in  the  market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window  ?■■  a  proper 
faying  ! 

Bene.  Nay  but,  Beatrice  ! 

Beat.  SvicetHeto!  fte  is  wrongM,  fhe  is  dander' d,  die 
is  undone. 
Bene.  But" 

Beat.  Princes  and  Counts !  furely  a  princely  teftimony, 
&  goodly  count- comfeft,  a  fweet  gallant  furely  !  O  that  I 
were  a  man  for  his  fake  !  or  that  1  had  any  friend  would 
be  a  man  for  my  fake  !  but  manhood  is  melted  into  cour- 
tefies,  valour  into  compliment,  and  men  are  only  turn'd 
.  into  tongues,  and  trim  ones  too  5  he  is  now  as  valiant  as 
Hercules,  that  only  telis  a  lie,  and  fwears  it ;  I  cannot  ha 
a  man  with  wiflung,  therefore  J  will  &e  a  woman  with 
grieving, 

five, 
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Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice  ;  by  this  hand,  I  love  thee. 
Beat.  Ufe  it  for  my  love  fome  other  way  than  fwearing 
by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  foul  the  Count  Claudia  hath 
wrong*  d  Hero  f 

Beat.  Yea,  as  fure  as  I  have  a  thought  or  a  foul. 

Bene.  Enough,   I  am  engag'd,  1  will  challenge  him.  I 
will  kifs  your  hand,  and  fo  leave  you  ;  by  this  hand,  Clau~ 
dio  mail  render  me  dear  account  ;  as  ycu  hear  of  me,  fo 
think  of  me  ;  go  comfort  your  coufin,  I  muft  fay  fhe  is 
dead,  and  fo  farewel.  \Kxeunt. 
SCENE    IV.  APrifon. 
Enter  Dogberry,  Verges,  Bor;chio,  Conrade,  the  Town* 
Clerk  and  Sexton  in  Gowns. 

To.  CI.  Is  our  whole  diffembly  appear' d  ? 

Dogb.  O,  a  ftool  and  cufhion  for  the  Sexton  \ 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefactors  ? 

Verg.  Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  partner. 

Dogb.  Nay,  that's  certain,  we  have  the  exhibition  to 
examine.  \ 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be  ex- 
amined ?  let  them  come  before  mafter  conftable. 

To.  CI.  Yea  marry,  let  them  come  before  me  5  what  is 
your  name,  frienu  i 

Bora.  Borachio. 

To.  CI.  Pray  write  down  Borachio.    Yours,  Sirrah  ? 
Conr.  1  am  a  gentleman,  Sir,  and  my  name  is  Conrade. 
To.  CI.  Write  down  mafter  gentleman  Conrade  j  matters, 
do  you  ferve  God  ? 

Both.  Yea,  Sir,  we  hope. 

To.  CI.  Write  down  that  they  hope  they  ferve  God  :  and 
write  God  firft  5  for  God  defend  but  God  mould  go  before 
fuch  villains.— -Mafters,  it  is  proved  already  that  you 
are  little  better  than  falfe  knaves,  and  it  will  go  near  to  be 
thought  fo  fhortly  5  how  anfwer  you  for  your  felves  ? 

Conr.  Marry,  Sir,  we  fay  we  are  none. 

To.  CI.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow  I  allure  you,  but  I 
will  go  about  with  him.  Come  you  hither,  Sirrah,  a  word 
in  your  ear,  Sir  3  1  fay  to  you,  it  is  thought  you  are  falic 
knaves, 

Bora* 
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Bora,  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  we  are  none. 

To.  CI.  Well,  fbnd  afide  ;  'fore  God  they  are  both  in  a 
tale  $  have  you  writ  down  that  they  are  none. 

Sexton.  Mafter  Town-clerk,  you  go  not  the  way  to  ex- 
amine, you  muft  call  the  watch  that  are  their  accufers. 

To.  CI.  Yea  marry,  that's  the  defteft  way,  let  the 
Watch  come  forth  5  matters,  I  charge  you  in  the  Prince's 
name  accufe  thefe  men. 

Enter  Watchmen. 

I  Watch.  This  man  faid,  Sir,  that  Don  John  the  Prince's 
brother  was  a  villain. 

To.  CI.  Write  down,  Prince  John  a  villain  j  why,  this 
is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  Prince's  brother  villain. 

Bora.  Mafter  Town- clerk  ! 

To,  CL  Pray  thee,  fellow,  peace  5  I  do  not  like  thy 
look,  I  promife  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  ? 

<z  Watch.  Marry,  that  he  had  receiv'd  a  thoufand  ducats 
of  Don  Job?:,  for  accufing  the  Lady  Hero  wrongfully. 

To.  CI.  Flat  burglary  as  ever  was  committed. 

Dogb.  Yea,  by  th'  Mafs,  that  it  is. 

Sexton.  What  elfe,  Fellow  ? 

1  Watch.  And  that  Count  Claudio  did  mean,  upon  his 
words,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  aflembly,  and  not 
marry  her. 

To.CI.  O  villain !  thou  wilt  be  condemn'd  into  everlafting 
redemption  for  this. 
Sexton.  What  elfe  ? 
a  Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more,  matters,  than  you  can  deny. 
Prince  John  is  this  morning  fecretly  ftol'n  away  :  Hero 
was  in  this  manner  accus'd,  in  this  very  manner  refus'd, 
and  upon  the  grief  of  this  fuddenly  dy'd.  Mafter  Conftable, 
Jet  thefe  men  be  bound  and  brought  to  Lconato  j  I  will  go 
before,  and  mew  him  their  examination.  [Exit. 

Dogb.  Come,  let  them  be  opinion'd. 

Conr.  Let  us  be  in  the  hands  of  Coxcomb. 

Dogb.  God's  my  life,  where's  the  Sexton  ?  let  him 
write  down  the  Prince's  officer  Coxcomb  ;  come,  bind  them  ; 
thou  naughty  varlet ! 

C$nr. 


Much  Ado  about  Nothing.  185 

Conr.  Away  !  you  are  an  afs,  you^re  an  afs. 

Dogb.  Doft  thou  not  fufpecl:  my  place  ?  doft  thou  not 
fufpecl:  my  years  ?  O  that  he  were  here  to  write  me  down 
an  afs !  but,  mafters,  remember  that  I  am  an  afs,  though 
it  be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not  that  I  am  an  afs  ; 
no,  thou  villain,  thou  art  full  of  piety,  as  {hall  be  prov'd 
upon  thee  by  good  witnefs  ;  lama  wife  fellow,  and  which 
is  more,  an  officer  5  and  which  is  more,  an  houfhoJder  5  and 
which  is  more,  as  pretty  a  piece  of  flefh  as  any  in  Mejfina^ni. 
one  that  knows  the  law,  go  to,  and  a  rich  fellow  enough, 
go  to,  and  a  fellow  that  hath  had  lofTes,  and  one  that  hath 
two  gowns,  and  every  thing  handfome  about  \iim  5  bring 
him  away  5  O  that  I  had  been  writ  down  an  afs !  [Exeunt, 

ACTV.     SCENE  I. 
Before  Leonato's  Houfe.       Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio* 
Ant,  T  F  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  your  felf, 
X  And  'tis  not  wifdom  thus  to  fecond  grief 
Againft  your  felf. 

Leon.  I  pray  thee,  ceafe  thy  counfel, 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitlefs 
As  water  in  a  fieve  j  give  not  me  counfel, 
Nor  let  no  comforter  delight  mine  ear, 
But  fuch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  do  fuite  with  mine  ; 
Bring  me  a  father  that  fo  lov'd  his  child, 
Whole  joy  of  her  is  overwhelmed  like  mine, 
And  bid  nim  fpeak  to  me  of  patience  j 
Meafure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine, 
And, let  it  anfwer  every  ftrain  for  ftrain : 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  grief  for  fuch, 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  ihane  and  f orm  ; 
It  fuch  a  one  will  fmile  and  ftroke  his  beard, 
And  forrow  waive,  cry  hem,  when  he  fliould  grcan, 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs,  make  misfortune  drunk 
With  candle-wafters  ;  bring  him  yet  to  roe, 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 
But  there  is  no  fuch  man  5  for,  brother,  men 
Can  counfel,  and  give  comfort  to  that  . p-ief     .  f 
Which  they  themfelves  not  feel  ;  out  tafting  it 
Their  tounfel  turns  to  pafiicn,  which  before 

Q  7  Woull 
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Would  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage, 
Fetter  ilrong  madneis  in  a  filken  thread, 
Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  word:. 
No,  no,  'tis  all  mens  office  to  fpeak  patience 
To  thofe  that  wring  under  the  lead  of  lbrrow  ; 
But  no  man's  virtue  nor  Sufficiency 
To  be  lb  moral,  when  he  mail  endure 
The  like  himfelf  j  therefore  give  mc  no  counfel, 
My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertifement. 

Ant.  Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing  differ. 

Leon.  I  pray  thee,  peace  ;  I  wiil  be  flem  and  blood  ; 
For  there  was  never  yet  philofopher, 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently  j 
However  they  have  writ  the  ftyie  of  Gods, 
And  made  a  pirn  at  chance  and  fufferance. 

Ant.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  your  felf, 
Make  thofe  that  do  offend  you  fuffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  fpeak'ft  reafon  ;  nay,  I  will  do  fo. 
My  foul  doth  tell  me  Hero  is  belyM, 
And  that  /hall  Claudia  know,  fo  fhaJl  the  Prince, 
And  all  of  them  that  thus  diihonour  her. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Den  Pedro  and  Claudio, 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  Prince  and  Claudio  nattily. 

Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den. 

Claud,  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 

Leon.  Hear  you,  my  Lords  ? 

Pedro.  We  have  fome  hafte,  Leonato. 

Leon.  Some  hafte,  my  Lord !  well,  fare  you  well,  my 
Lord.  I 
Are  you  fo  hafty  now  ?  well,  all  is  one. 

Pedro.  Nay,  do  not  quirrel  with  us,  good  old  man. 

Ant.  If  he  could  right  himfelf  with  quarrelling, 
Some  of  us  would  lye  low. 

Claud.  Who  wrongeth  him  ? 

Leon  Marry,  thou  doft  wrong  me,  thou  difiembler  thou  ! 
Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  fword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Claud-  Marry,  befhrew  my  hand, 
If  it  mould  give  your  age  fuch  caufe  of  fear  ; 
In  faith,  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fword. 
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Leon.  Turn,  turn,  man,  never  fleer  and  jeft  at  me  5 
I  fpeak  not  like  a  dotard  nor  a  fool, 
As  under  privilege  of  age  to  brag 
What  I  have  done,  being  young,  or  what  would  do., 
Were  1  not  old  :  know,  C /audio,  to  thy  head, 
Thou  haft  fo  wrong'd  my  innocent  child  and  mc, 
That  I  am  fore'd  to  lay  my  reverence  by, 
And  with  grey  hairs  and  bruifeof  many  days 
Do  challenge  thee  to  tryal  of  a  man  $ 
J  fay,  thou  haft  bely'd  my  innocent  child, 
Thy  ilander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  heart, 
And  me  lyes  bury'd  with  her  anceftors, 
O,  in  a  tomb  where  never  fcandal  flept, 
Save  this  of  hers,  fram'd  by  thy  villainy  ! 

Claud.  My  villainy  ? 

Leon.  Thine,  Claudio,  thine  I  fay* 

Pedro,  You  fay  not  right,  old  man. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 
I'll  prove  it  on  his  body  if  he  dare  5 
Defpight  his  nice  fence  and  his  active  practice, 
His  May  of  youth  and  bloom  of  luftyhood. 

Claud.  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Leon.  Canft  thou  fo  dafFe  me  ?  thou  haft  kiJl'd  my  child 
If  thou  kill' ft  me,  boy,  thou  ftialt  kill  a  man. 

Ant.  He  fhall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed  5 
But  that's  no  matter,  let  him  kill  one  flrft  5 
Win  me  and  wear  me,  let  him  anfwer  me  j 
Come,  follow  me,  boy,  come,  boy,  follow  me, 
Sir  boy,  I'll  whip  you  from  your  foining  fence  5 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon.  Brother ! 

Ant.  Content  your  felf  j  God  knows  I  lov'd  my  niece. 
And  ftie  is  dead,  flander'd  to  death  by  villains, 
That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  man  indeed, 
As  I  dare  take  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue. 
Boys,  apes,  jacks,  braggarts,  milkfops  ! 

Leon.  Brother  Anthony  I 

Ant.  Hold  you  content  ?  what,  man  ?  I  know  thcm,yea, 
And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmoft  fcruple  : 
Scamblingj  out-&cing,  faihion-mongring  boys, 

That 
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That  lie,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave  and  flander, 
Go  antickly,  and  mow  an  outward  hideoufnefs, 
And  fpeak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words, 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies  if  theydurft  ; 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But,  brother  Anthony  ! 

Ant.  Come,  'tis  no  matter, 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  rack  your  patience* 
My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughter's  death  ; 
But,  on  my  honour,  fhe  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lord  ■ 

Pedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Leon.  No! 
Come,  brother,  away,  I  will  be  heard. 

Ant*  And  mall, 
Or  feme  of  us  will  fmart  for  it.  [Exeunt  amho, 

SCENE    III.      Enter  Benedick. 

Pedro.  See,  fee,  here  comes  the  man  we  went  to  feek. 

Claud.  Now,  Signior,  what  news  ? 

Bene.  Good  day,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  Welcome,  Signior  $  you  are  almoft  come  to  part 
almoft  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofes  fnapt  off 
with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

Pedro.  Lecnato  and  his  brother  ;  what  think1  ft  thcu  ?  had 
we  fought,  I  doubt  we  mould  have  been  too  young  for  them. 

Bens.  In  a  falfe  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour  :  I  came 
to  feekyou  both. 

Claud,  We  nave  been  up  and  down  to  feek  thee  $  for  we 
arej  high  proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain  have  it  beaten 
away  :  wilt  thou  ufe  thy  wit  ? 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  fcabbard  j  fhall  I  draw  it  > 

Pedro.  Doft  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  ? 

Claud.  Never  any  did  fo,  though  very  many  have  been 
befide  their  wit.  I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do  the 
minftrels  ;  draw  to  pleafure  us. 

Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honefi  man  he  looks  pale  :  art  thou 
6ok  or  angry  ? 

Claud  4 


Much  Ado  about  Nothing.        1 89 
Claud,  What !  courage,  man  :  what  tho'  care  killM  a 

cat,  thou  haft  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill  care. 

Bene.  Sir,  I  lhall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  if  you 

charge  it  againft  me.    I  pray  you  chufe  another  fubjec*t. 
Claud.  Nay,  then  give  him  another  ftaff  5  this  lait  was 

broke  crofs. 

Pedro.  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and  more:  I 
think  he  be  angry  indeed. 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 

Bene.  Shall  I  fpeak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud.  God  blefs  me  from  a  challenge ! 

Bene.  You  are  a  villain  5  I  jeft  not.  I  will  make  it 
good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you 
dare.  Do  me  right,  or  I  will  proteft  your  cowardife.  You 
have  kilPd  a  fweet  Lady,  and  her  death  /hall  fall  heavy  on 
you.    Let  me  hear  from  you. 

Claud.  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  fo  I  may  have  good  cheer, 

Pedro.  What,  a  feaft  ? 

Claud.  I'faith,  I  thank  him,  he  hath  bid  me  to  a  calves- 
head  and  a  capon,  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve  moft  curi- 
cufly,  fay  my  knife's  naught.  Shall  I  not  find  a  wood- 
cock too  ? 

Bene.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well,  it  goes  eafily. 

Pedro.  I'll  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  prais'd  thy  wit  the 
other  day  :  I  faid  thou  hadft  a  fine  wit  j  right,  fays  fhe,  a 
fine  little  one  j  no,  faid  I,  a  great  wit  5  juft,  faid  fhe,  a 
great  grofs  one  5  nay,  faid  I,  a  good  wit ;  juft,  faid  fhe,  it 
hurts  no  body  5  nay,  faid  I,  the  gentleman  is  wife  5  cer- 
tain, faid  fhe,  a  wife  gentleman  j  nay,  faid  I,  he  hath  the 
tongues ;  that  I  believe,  faid  fhe,  for  he  fwore  a  thing  to 
me  on  Monday  night  which  he  forfwore  on  Tuefday  morning ; 
there's  a  double  tongue,  there's  two  tongu«.  Thus  did 
fhe  an  hour  together  tranf-fhape  thy  particular  virtues,  yet 
at  laft  fhe  concluded  with  a  figh,  thou  waft  the  propereft 
man  in  Italy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  fhe  wept  heartily,  and  faid  fhe 
car'd  not. 

Pedro.  Yea,  that  fhe  did  3  but  yet  for  all  that,  an  if  fhe 
did  not  hate  him  deadly,  fhe  would  love  him  dearly  j  the 
©Id  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 

Claud. 
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Jtl^f  /  ^  m°re0Ver>  leva, 

^ij^f^r^ Here  «^ 

2W.  Fare  you  well,  boy,  you  know  my  mind  :  I  will 
leave  you  now  to  your  goflip-like  humour  \  you  break  jefts 
as  braggarts  do  their  blades,  which,  God  be thank'd,  hurt 
not     My  Lord,  for  your  many  courtefies,  I  thank  you  :  I 

Tfll  f^>n^y0UrCCmPany5  Your  brother  the  baftard 
»  fled  from  Meffina;  you  have  among  you  killed  a  fweet 
and  innocent  L^v  For  my  Lord  lack-beard  there,  he  and 
I  flial  I  meei t ,  and  tiU  then  peace  be  with  him !  [Ex.  Bene. 
Pedro.  He  is  in  earneft. 

Claud  la mr.ft  profound  earneft,  and,  I'll  warrant  you, 
Ipr  the  love  of  Beatrice.  3  y 

Pedro.  And  hath  challenged  thee  ? 

Claud.  Moft  fincerely. 

Pedro  What :a .pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes  in 
his  doublet  and  hofe,  and  leaves  effhis  wit ' 

W  He  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape,  but  then  is  an  ape 
a  doctor  to  fuch  a  man.  r 

anf^?,But  /uft  y°U'  let  me  fee>  Pluck  UP  ™y  h^rt 
and  be  fad  5  end  he  not  fay  my  brother  was  fled  ? 

_  SCENE  IV. 

bnter  Dogberry,  Verges,  Conrade  and  Borzchlo  guarded. 
Uogb.  Ccme  you,  Sir,  if  Juftice  cannot  tame  you,  ihe 
fliall  ne  er  weigh  more  reafons  in  her  balance  s  nay,  if  you 
be  a  curfmg  hypocrite  once,  you  muft  be  look'd  to. 

Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men  bound  ?  Bo  . 
rachio  one ! 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  offence,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  Officers,  what  offence  have  thefe  men  done  ? 

Vogb.  Marry,  Sir,  they  have  committed  falfe  report, 
moreover  they  have  fpoken  untruths ;  fecondarily,  they  are 
fenders  t  fixth  and  laftly,  they  have  bely'd  a  Lady  ;  third- 
ly, they  have  verify'd  unjuft  things  j  and  to  conclude,  they 
are  lying  knaves.  3 

Pedro.  Firft.  I  aik  thee  what  they  have  done  5  thirdly, 
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I  afk  thee  what's  their  offence  fixth  and  la%,  why  they 
are  committed  5  and  to  conclude,  what  you  lay  to  their 
charge  ?  / 

Claud.  Rightly  reafon'd,  and  in  his  own  divifion  :  and 
by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  fuited. 

Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended,  mafters,'  that  you  are 
thus  bound  to  your  anfwcr  ?  This  learned  Conftable  is  too 
cunning  to  be  underftood.  What's  your  offence  ? 
j  Bora.  Sweet  Prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to  mine  an- 
Twer  5  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  Count  kill  me  •  I  h-ve 
deceiv'd  even  your  very  eyes  ;  what  your  wifdoms  could 
not  difcover,  thefe  fhallow  fools  have  brought  to  light  who 
in  the  night  overheard  me  confeffing  to  this  man,  how  Don 
John  your  brother  incens'd  me  to  flander  the  Lady  Hero 
how  you  were  brought  into  the  orchard,  and  faw  me  court 
Margaret  in  Hero's  garments,  how  they  difgrac'd  her  when 
you  fliould  marry  her  5  my  villainy  they  have  upon  record, 
which  I  had  rather  feal  with  my  death,  than  repeat  ove? 
to  my  fhame  ;  the  Lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my  mate's 
falfe  accufation  ;  and  briefly,  I  defire  nothing  but  the  re- 
ward of  a  villain. 

Pedro.  Runs  not  this  fpeech  like  iron  through  your  blood  * 

Uaud.  I  have  drunk  poifon  while  he  utter'dit. 

Pedro.  But  did  my  brother  fet  thee  on  to  this  ?" 

Bora.  Yea,  paid  me  richly  for  the  practice  of  it. 

Pedro.  He  is  compos'd  and  fram'd  of  treachery, 
And  tied  he  is  upcn  this  villainy. 

Claud.  Sweet  Hero  /  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  femblance  that  I  lov'd  it  firft. 
.  Dogb.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintiffs, 'by  this  time  our 
sexton  hath  reform'd  Signicr  Leonato  of  the  matter  :  and 
palters,  do  not  forget  to  fpecifie,  when  time  and  place 
iiall  Icrve,  that  I  am  an  afs. 

ttrg.  Here,  here  comes  matter  Signior  Leonato,  and  the 
Sexton  too. 

SCENE    V.    Enter  Leonato,  and  Sexton. 
Leon.  Which  is  the  villain  ?  let  me  fee  his  eyes, 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him,  ' 
[may  avoid  him  ;  which  of  thefc  is  he  f 
Mom.  If  you  would  lojow  your  wronger,  look  on  trie. 

Leon* 
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Leon.  Art  thou,  art  thou  the  flave  that  with  thy  breath 
Haft  kill'd  mine  innocent  child  ? 
Bora.  Even  I  alone. 

Leon*  No,  not  fo,  villain,  thou  bely'fl  thy  felf  j 
Here  ftand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it  : 
I  thank  you,  Princes,  for  my  daughter's  death  5 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds, 
'  Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience, 
Yet  I  mull  fpeak  :  chufe  your  revenge  yourfeif, 
Expofe  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  fin  j  yet  finn'd  I  not, 
But  in  miftaking. 

Pedro.  By  my  foul,  nor  I ; 
And  yet  to  fatisfie  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight 
That  he'll  enjoyn  me  to. 

Leon.  You  cannot  bid  my  daughter  live  again, 
That  were  impofllble  j  but  I  pray  you  both, 
PolTefs  the  people  in  MeJJina  here 
How  inDoccnt  me  dy'd  ;  and  if  your  love 
Can  labour  ought  in  fad  invention, 
Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tomb, 
And  ling  it  to  her  bones,  Zing  it  to-night  : 
To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  houfe, 
And  fince  you  could  not  be  my  fon-in-Jaw, 
Be  yet  my  nephew  ;  my  brother  hath  a  daughter 
Almoft  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead, 
And  me  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us, 
Give  her  the  right  you  mould  have  given  her  coufin, 
And  fo  dies  mv  revenge. 

Claud.  O  noble  Sir  ! 
Your  over-kindnefs  doth  wring  tears  from  me  : 
I  do  embrace  your  offer,  and  difpofe  m 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio, 

Leon.  To-morrow  then  I  will  expe£t  your  coming,  * 
To-night  I  take  my  leave.    This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd  in  all  this  wrong, 

Hh'd 
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JJirM  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora.  No,  by  my  foul,  fhe  was  not  ; 
Nor  knew  not  what  fhe  did  when  fhe  fpoke  to  me* 
But  always  hath  been  juft  and  virtuous, 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Dogb.  Moreover,  Sir,  which  indeed  is  not  under  white 
and  black,  this  plaintiff  here,  the  offender,  did  call  me 
afs  $  Ibefeechyou,  let  it  be  remembred  in  his  punifh- 
ment ;  and  alio  the  Watch  heard  them  talk  of  one  De- 
formed :  they  fay  he  wears  a  key  in  his  ear,  and  a  lock 
hanging  by  it,  and  borrows  mony  in  God's  name,  the 
which  he  hath  us'd  fo  long,  and  never  paid,  that  now  men 
grow  hard-hearted,  and  will  lend  nothing  for  God's  fake. 
Pray  you  examine  him  upon  that  point. 

Leon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honefl  pains. 

Dogb.  Your  worfhip  fpeaks  like  a  moft  thankful  and 
reverend  youth  j  and  I  praife  God  for  you. 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Dogb.  God  fave   the  foundation  ! 

Leon.  Go,  I  difcharge  thee  of  thy  prifoner  ;  and  I  thank 
thee. 

Dogb.  Heave  an  errant  knave  witli  your  Worfhip,  which 
I  befeech  your  Worfhip  to  correct  your  felf,  for  the  ex- 
ample of  others.    God  keep  your  Worfhip  5  I  wifh  your 
Worfhip  well  :  God  reftore  you  to  health  ;  I  humbly  give 
you  leave  to  depart  5  and  if  a  merry  meeting  may  be  wiuYd, 
God  prohibit  it.    Come,  neighbour.  [Exeunt. 
Leon.  Until  to-morrow  morning,  Lords,  farewek 
Ant.  Farewel,  my  Lords,  we  look  for  you  to-morrow. 
Pedro.  We  will  not  fail. 
Claud.  To-night  I'll  mourn  with  Here. 
Leon.  Bring  you  thefe  fellows  on,we'll  talk vifthMargaret f 
•  How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow. 

[Exeunt  fcveraUy. 
SCENE   VI.    Leonato's  Houfe . 
Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret. 
Bene.  Pray  thee,  fweet  miftrefs  Margaret,  deferve  well 
at  my  hand  ;,  by  helping  me  to  the  fpeech  Qf  Beatriet. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  fonnet  in  praife  of  my 
beauty  ? 

Vou  It  R  Bene. 
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Bene.  In  fo  high  a  ftyle,  Margaret,  that  no  man  living 
ft  all  come  over  it ;  for  in  moft  comely  truth  thou  defcrveft  it. 

Marg.  To  have  no  man  come  over  me  ?  why,  mall  I 
always  keep  above  flairs  ? 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's  mouth, 
it  catches. 

Marg.  And  yours  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils,  which 
hit,  but  hurt  not. 

Bene*  A  moft  manly  wit,  Margaret ,  it  will  not  hurt  a 
woman  ;  and  fo,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice  j  I  give  thee 
the  bucklers. 

Marg.  Give  us  the  fwcrds,  we  have  bucklers  of  our  own. 

Bene.  If  you  ufe  them,  Margaret ,  you  muft  put  in  the 
pikes  with  a  vice,  and  they  arc  dangerous  weapons  for  maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who,  I  think, 
hath  legs.  [Exit  Margaret. 

Bene.  And  therefore  will  come.  [Sings.]  'The  God  of 
leve  that  Jits  above,  and  knows  me,  and  knoivs  me,  hew 
pitiful  I  defervc,  I  mean  in  finging  j  but  in  loving,  Lean- 
dcr  the  good  fwimmer,  Troilus  the  firft  employer  &f  pan- 
ders, and  a  whole  book  full  of  thefe  quondam  carpet-mon- 
gers whofe  names  yet  run  fmoothly  in  the  even  road  of  a 
blank  verfe,  why,  they  were  never  fo  truly  turn'd  over 
and  over,  as  my  poor  felf  in  love  ;  marry,  I  cannot  mew 
it  in  rhime  ;  I  have  try 'd,  I  can  find  out  no  rhime  to  lady 
but  baby,  an  innocent  rhime  ;  for  /corn,  horn,  a  hard 
rhime  ;  for  febool,  fool,  a  babling  rhime  3  very  ominous 
endi-gs  ;  no,  I  was  not4>orn  under  a  rhiming  planet,  for 
I  cannot  woo  in  feftival  terms. 

SCENE    VJI.    Enter  Beatrice. 
Sweet  Beatrice,  would'ft  thou  come  when  I  call  thee  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  Signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 

Bene.  O,  flay  but  till  then. 

Beat.  Then  is  fpoken  5  fare  you  well  now  ;  and  yet  ere 
I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came  for,  which  is,  with 
knowing  what  hath  palt  between  you  and  Claadio. 

Bene.  Only  foui  words,  and  thereupon  I  will  kifs  thee. 

Beat.  Foul  words  are  but  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind  is  but 
foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noifome  5  therefore  I  will 
depart  unkift, 

Bene, 


Much  Ado  about  Nothing.         1 95 

Bene.  Thou  haft  frighted  the  word  out  of  its  right  fenfe, 
fo  forcible  is  thy  wit  j  but  I  muft  tell  thee  plainly,  Claudio 
undergoes  my  challenge,  and  either  I  muft  ihortly  hear 
from  him  or  I  will  fubfcribe  him  a  coward  $  and  I  pray 
thee  now  tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didft  thou 
firft  fall  in  love  with  me  ? 

Beat.For  them  all  together,which  maintain* d  fo  politick 
a  ftate  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any  good  part  to 
intermingle  with  them  :  but  for  which  of  my  good  parts  did 
you  firft  fuffer  love  xor  me  ? 

Bene.  Suffer  love  !  a  good  epithet  5  I  do  fuffer  love  in- 
deed, for  I  Jove  thee  againft  my  will. 

Beat.  In  fpight  of  your  heart  I  think  ;  alas  poor  heart, 
if  you  fpight  it  for  my  fake,  I  will  fpight  it  for  yours,  for 
I  will  never  love  that  which  my  friend  hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  that  confeflion  5  there's  not  one 
wife  man  among  twenty  ihat  will  praife  himfelf. 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  inftrance,  Beatrice,  that  liv'd  in 
the  time  of  go  .d  neighbours  j  if  a  man  do  not  ere&  in  this 
age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he  mail  live  no  longer  in 
monuments,  than  the  bells  ring,  and  the  widow  weeps. 

Beat.  And  how  long  is  that,  think  you  ? 

Bene.  Why,  an  hour  in  clamour,  and  a  quarter  in 
rheum  ;  therefore  it  is  moft  expedient  for  the  wife,  if  Don 
worm  (his  confeience)  find  no  impediment  to  the  contrary, 
to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  own  virtues,  as  I  am  to  my  felf  ; 
fo  much  for  praifmg  my  felf  5  who  I  my  felf  will  bear  wit- 
nefs  is  praife-worthy  3  and  now  tell  me  how  doth  your 
coufin  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill. 

Bene.  And  how  do  you  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Enter  Urfula. 

P  Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me  and  mend  5  there  will  I  leave 
you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafte. 

Urf.  Madam,  you  muft  come  to  your  uncle  ;  yonder*  s 
old  coil  at  home  j  it  is  proved  my  Lady  Hero  hath  been 
falfcly  accus'd,  the  Prince  and  Claudio  mightily  abus'd,  an|k 
R  %  Don 
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Don  John  is  the  author  of  all,  who  is  fled  and  gone :  wiH 
you  come  prefently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  news,  Signior  ? 
Bene.  I  will  live  in  thy  heart,  die  in  thy  lap,  and  be 
fcury'd  in  thy  eyes  5  and  moreover  I  will  go  with  thee  to 
thy  uncle.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE   VIII.    A  Church, 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  Attendants  with  tapers, 
Claud,  is  this  the  monument  of  Leonatof 
<dtten.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

EPITAPH. 
J) one  to  death  by  jlanderous  tongues, 

Was  the  Hero  that  here  lyes  : 
Death,  in  guerdon  of  her  'wrongs 

Owes  her  fame  which  never  dies. 
So  the  life  that  dy  d  with  jhame, 
Lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame* 
Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tomb, 
Praifng  her  when  I  am  dumb, 
€laud.  Now  mufick  found,  and  fing  your  folemo  bywa^ 
SONG. 
Pardon,  Goddefs  of  the  night, 
Thofe  that  flew  thy  virgin  knight  j 
For  the  which  with  fongs  of  woe, 
Round  about  her  tomb  they  go. 
Midnight,  thou  ajfift  cur  moan, 
Help  us  thou  to  figh  and  groan 

Heavily,  heavily. 
Gr  ves,  oh,  yawn  and  yield  your  dead  I 
Until  death  be  uttered 
Heavily,  heavily! 
Claud.  Now  unto  thy  bones  good  night ! 
Yearly  will  I  do  this  rite. 

Pedro.  Good  morrow,  mailers,  put  your  torches  our* 
The  wolves  have  preyM  ;  and  look  the  gentle  day, 
Before  the  wheels  of  Pheebus,    round  about 

Dapples  the  drowfie  eaft  with  fpotsofgrey. 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us  3  fire  you  well. 
Claud.  Good  morrow,  matters  5  eacj*        feveral  way. 

Pdr9. 
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Pedro.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  weeds, 
And  then  to  Leonatos  we  will  go*. 

Claud.  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  ifTue  fpeeds 
Than  this,  for  which  we  renderM  up  this  w«e  !  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    IX.     Leonato'j  Houfe. 
Enter  Leonato,  Benedick,  Margaret,  Urfula.,  Antonio^ 

Friar,  and  Hero. 
Friar.  Did  I  not  tell  you  fhe  was  innocent  ? 
Leon.  So  are  the  Prince  and  Claudio  v/ho  accus'd  her, 
Upcn  the  error  that  you  heard  debated. 
Bat  Margaret  was  in  fome  fault  for  this  $ 
Although  againft  her  will  as  it  appears, 
In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queftion. 

Ant,  Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  thing?  ibrt  fo  well. 
Btne.  And  fo  am  I,  being  elfe  by  faith  enforced 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well,  daughter,  and  you  gentlewomen  all^ 
Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  your  felves, 
And  when  I  fend  for  you  come  hither  mafk'd  : 
The  Prince  and  Claudio  promised  by  this  hour 
To  vifit  me  j  you  know  your  office,  brother, 
You  muft  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Ant.  Which  1  will  do  with  confirmed  countenance. 
Bene.  Friar,  I  muft  intreat  your  pains,  I  think. 
Friar.  To  do  what,  Signior  ? 
Bene.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them : 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is,  good  Signior, 
Your  niece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

Leon.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her,  'tis  moft  true. 
Bene.  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 
Leon.  The  fight  whereof  I  think  you  had  from  me* 
YtOTCtClaudio  and  the  Prince  ;  but  what's  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Your  anfwer,  Sir,  is  enigmatical  ; 
But  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 
May  ftand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoined 
ITth'  ftate  of  honourable  marriage, 
In  which,  good  Friar,  I  mail  defire  your  help. 
Leon.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 
Friar.  And  my  help. 

R  3  S  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE  X. 
Enter  Don  Pedro  <7ff*/Claudio  with  Attendants, 
Pedro.  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  afiembly. 
Leon.  Good  morrow,   Prince,  good  morrow,  Claudia, 
We  here  attend  you  5  are  you  yet  determin'd 
To-day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter  ? 
Claud.  I'll  hold  my  mind,  were  me  an  Ethiope. 
Leon.  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  the  Friar  ready, 

[Exit.  Ant. 

Pedro.  Good  morrow,  Benedick ;  why,  what's  the  matter, 
That  you  have  fuch  a  February  face, 
So  full  of  froft,  of  ftorm  and  elcudinefs  ? 

Claud.  I  think  he  thinks  upon  the  favage  bull  : 
Turn,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  gold^ 
And  fo  ail  Europe  /hall  rejoice  at  thee, 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lufty  'Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beaft  in  love. 

Bene.  Bull  Jo*ve9  Sir,  had  an  amiable  low, 
And  fome  fuch  ftrange  bull  leapt  your  father's  cow, 
And  got  a  calf  in  that  fame  noble  feat, 
Much  like  to  you,  for  ycu  have  juft  his  bleat. 

SCENE  XI.  Enter  Antonio  wzY^Hero,  Beatrice, 
Margaret,  and  Urfula,  maftCd. 

Claud.  For  this  I  owe  ycu  ;  here  come  other  reckonings* 
Which  is  the  Lady  1  muft  feize  upon  ? 

Leon.  This  fame  is  £he,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 

Claud.  Why  then  fhe's  mine  j  fweet,  let  me  fee  your  face. 

Leon.  No,  that  you  mail  not,  'till  you  take  her  hand 
Before  this  Friar,  and  fwear  to  marry  her. 

Claud.  Give  me  your  hand  ;  before  this  holy  Friar, 
I  am  your  husband  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  i  liv'd,  I  wasycur  other  w\h.\UnmaJkingi 
And  when  you  lov'd,  you  were  my  other  hufoand. 
'  ~  Claud,  Another  Hero  ? 

Hero.  Nothing  ccrtainer. 
One  Hero  dy'd  dehTd,  but  I  do  live; 
And  furely  as  I  live  l  am  a  maid. 

Pedro,  'lhe  former  Hero!  Hero  that  is  dead! 

Leon.  $he  dy'd,  my  Lord,  but  whiles  her  flander  liv'd. 

Fuar*  All  this  amazement;  can  I  qualifie. 

When 
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When  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
I*U  tell  you  largely  of  fair  Herd's  death  : 
Mean  time  let  wonder  feem  familiar, 
And  to  the  chappel  let  us  presently. 

Bene.  Soft  and  fair,  Friar.    Which  is  Beatrice  f 

Beat.  I  anfvver  to  that  name  $  what  is  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Beat.  Why,  no  5  no  more  than  reafon. 

Bene.  Why  then  your  uncle  and  the  Prince,  and  Claudi* 
Have  been  deceiv'd  j  for  they  did  fwear  you  did. 

Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  no,  no  more  than  reafon. 

Beat.  Why,  then  my  coufin,  Margaret  and  Urfutd 
Are  much  deceiv'd  j  for  they  did  fwear  you  did. 

Bene.  They  fwore  you  were  aimoft  fick  for  me. 

Beat.  They  fwore  you  were  well-nigh  dead  for  me. 

Bene.  "Pis  no  matter ;  then  you  do  not  love  me  ? 

Beat.  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompence. 

Leon.  Come,  coufin,  I  am  fure  you  love  the  gentleman. 

Claud.  And  Til  be  fworn  upon't  that  he  loves  her, 
For  here's  a  paper  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  fcnnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
fafliion'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another, 
Writ  in  my  coufin' s  hand,  ftclen  from  her  pocket, 
Containing  her  arTetlion  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  miracle  !  here's  our  own  hands  againft  our 
hearts ;  come,  I  will  have  thee  $  but,  by  this  light,  I 
take  thee  for  pity. 

Beat.  I  would  now  deny  you  5  but,  by  this  good  day,  I 
yield  upon  great  perfuafion,  and  partly  to  lave  your  life  j  for 
as  I  was  told,  you  were  in  a  confumption. 

Bene.  Peace,  I  will  flop  your  mouth.  [Kjjjsbcr. 

Pedro.  How  deft  thou,  Benedick,  the  married  man  ? 

Bene.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  Prince  5  a  college  of  wit- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour  :  doft  thou 
think  I  care  for  a  fatyr,  or  an  epigram  ?  no  :  if  a  man  will 
he  beaten  with  brains,  he  mall  wear  nothing  handfome  about 
him  ;  in  brief,  lince  I  do  purpofe  to  marry,  I  will  think 
nothing  to  any  purpefe  that  the  warld  can  fay  againft  it  ; 
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ana*  therefore  never  flout  at  me,  for  what  I  have  faid  a- 
gainft  it ;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my  conclu- 
sion 5  for  thy  part,  Claudio,  I  did  think  to  have  beaten 
thee,  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my  kinfman,  live  un~ 
bruifed,  and  love  my  coufin. 

Claud.  I  had  well  hoped  thou  wouldft  have  denied  Bea- 
trice, that  I  might  have  cudgelFd  thee  out  of  thy  fingle 
life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer,  which  out  of  queftion 
thou  wilt  be,  if  my  coufin  do  not  look  exceeding  narrowly 
to  thee. 

Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  friends  ;  let's  have  a  dance 
ere  we  are  marry'd,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  hearts, 
and  our  wives  heels. 

Leon.  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards. 

Bene.  Firft,  o'  my  word  ;  therefore  play,  mufick.  Prince, 
thou  art  fad,  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a  wife  5  there  is  no 
fraff  more  reverend  than  one  tipt  with  horn. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta'en  in  flight, 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  MeJJina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  'till  to-morrow  :  I'll  devifc 
thee  brave  punifhments  for  him.  Strike  up,  Pipers.  [Dance. 

[Exeunt  omnss. 
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DUKE  of  Venice. 

Mor ochiusj  a  Moorifli  Prince.  7  c  •        «  . 
Prince  of  Arragon,  $  SmUrs  "  Por^. 

Anthonio,  the  Merchant  »f  Venice. 
B a  ssanio,  his  Friend,  in  love  with  Portia. 
Salanio,  f 

Solarino,     >  Friends  to  Anthonio  and  Bafianio. 
Gratiano,  j 
IsOr  enzo,  in  love  with  Jeflica. 
Shylock,  a  Jew. 
Tubal,  a  Jew,  his  Friend, 
Launcelot,j  Clown,  Servant  to  the  Jew* 
Go  BBo,«»  old  Man,  Father  to  Launcelot. 
Leonardo,  Servant  to  Bafianio. 
Balthazar,  Servant  to  Portia, 

P«  r  T  i  a  ,  an  Heirefs  of  great  Quality  and  Fortune. 
Neriss.a,  Confident  to  Portia. 
Jessica,  Daughter  to  Shy  lock. 

Senators  0/*  Venice,  Officers,  Servants  to  Portia,  and  other 
Attendants* 


SCENE  partly  at  Venice,  and  partly  at  Belmon^  the 
Seat  0/Tortia  upon  the  Continent, 
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Merchant  of  Venice. 


ACT   I.     SCENE  I. 


Enter  Anthonio,  Solarino,  WSalanio. 
Jintb.'^mrH  {both  I  know  not  why  I  am  fo  fad : 


Your  mind  is  tofling  on  the  ocean. 
There  where  your  Argofies  with  portly  fail, 
Like  figniors  and  rich  burghers  on  the  flood, 
Or  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  fea, 
Do  over-peer  the  petty  traffickers 
That  curtfie  to  them,  do  them  reverence, 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wings. 

Sola.  Believe  me,  Sir,  had  I  fuch  ventures  fortl 
The  better  part  of  my  affections  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  aboard.    I  mould  be  frill 
Plucking  the  grafs,  to  know  where  fits  the  wind, 
Prying  in  maps  for  ports,  and  peers,  and  roads  $ 
And  every  object  that  might  make  me  fear 


It  wearies  me  j  you  fay  it  wearies  you  ; 
But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it, 
What  flufT'tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is  born, 
lam  to  learn  - 


And  fuch  a  want-wit  fadnefs  makes  of  me, 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  my  felf. 
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Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt 
Would  make  me  fad. 

Sal.  My  wind  cooling  my  broth 
Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  fea« 
I  fhould  not  fee  the  fandy  hour-glafs  run, 
But  I  Ihould  think  of  mallows  and  of  flats, 
And  fee  my  wealthy  Arg'fie  dock'd  in  fand, 
Vailing  her  high  top  lower  than  her  ribs, 
To  kifs  her  burial.    Should  I  go  to  church 
(And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  ftone, 
And  not  bethink  me  ftrait  of  dang'rous  rocks  J 
Which  touching  but  my  gentle  vefTel's  fide, 
Would  fcatter  all  the  fpices  on  the  ftream, 
Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  filks  ; 
And  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this, 
And  now  worth  nothing.    Shall  I  have  the  thought 
To  think  on  this,  and  mail  I  lack  the  thought, 
That  fuch  a  thing  bechanc'd  would  make  me  fad  ? 
But  tell  not  me,  I  know  Anthonio 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  merchandize. 

Antb.  Believe  me,  no  :  I  thank  my  fortune  for  at^ 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trufted, 
Nor  to  one  place  j  nor  is  my  whole  eftate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prefent  year  : 
Therefore  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad. 

Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 

Anth.  Fie,  fie,  away  ! 

Sola.  Not  in  love  neither!  then  let's  fay  you're  fad* 
Becaufe  you  are  not  merry  ;  'twere  as  eafy 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay  you're  merry, 
*Caufe  you're  net  fad.    Now, by  two-headed  Janus$ 
Nature  hath  fram'd  ftrange  fellows  in  her  time  : 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 
And  laugh  like  parrots  at  a  bag-  piper  j 
And  others  of  fuch  vinegar  afpect, 
That  they'll  not  mow  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmile, 
Though  Nejlor  fwear  the  jeft  le  laughable. 

Enter  Bafianio,  Lorenzo  and  Gratiano. 
Here  comes  Bajjanio  your  rnoft  nobis  kinfman, 

Gratia** 
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Gratiano  and  Lorenxo  :  fare  ye  well ; 
We  leave  you  now  with  better  company. 

Sola,  I  would  have  ftaid  'till  I  had  made  ycu  merry^ 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Anth.  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard  : 
I  take  it  your  own  bufinefs  calls  on  you, 
And  you  embrace  th'  occafion  to  depart. 

Sal.  Good  morrow,  my  good  lords. 

Bajf.  Good  Signiors  both ,  when  mall  we  laugh  ?  fay  when  } 
You  grow  exec,  ding  ftrange  5  mufl  it  be  fo  ? 

Sal.  We'll  make  our  leifures  to  attend  on  yours. 

Sola.  My  lord  BaJ/'anio,  fmce  you've  found  Aitthonio, 
We  two  will  leave  you  j  but  at  dinner-time, 
I  pray  you  have  in  mind  where  we  riiuft  meet. 

Bajf.  I  will  not  fail  you.  \Exeunt  Solar,  and Sala. 

Gra.  You  look  not  well,  Signior  Anthonio  ; 
You  have  too  much  refpect  upon  the  world  : 
They  lofe  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvelioufly  chang'd. 

Anth.  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Grattanij 
A  ftage  where  every  man  muft  piay  his  part  5 
And  mine's  a  fad  one. 

Gra.  Let  me  play  the  fool 
With  mirth  and  laughter  j  lb  let  wrinkles  come, 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine, 
Than  my  h.?art  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 
Why  fliould  a  man,  whofe  blood  is  warm  Withiir, 
Sit  like  his  grandfire  cut  in  Alabajler  f 
Sleep  when  he  wakes,  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 
By  being  peevifh  ?  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthem*, 
(1  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  fove  that  lpeaks  :) 
There  are  a  fort  of  men,  whofe  vifages~ 
Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  {landing  pond, 
And  do  a  wilful  ftilnefs  entertain, 
With  purpole  to  be  dreft  in  an  opinion 
Of  wifdom,  gravity,  profound  con:eit, 
As  who  fhould  fay,  1  am  Sir  Oracle, 
And  when  I  one  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark  ! 
O  my  Anthonio,  I  do  know  of  thofe, 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wife, 

Vox..  It  3Tcf 
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For  faying  nothing  ;  who  I'm  very  fure, 

If  they  fhould  fpeak,  would  almoft  damn  thofe  cars, 

Which,  hearing  them,  would  call  their  brothers  fools.  * 

I'll  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time  : 

But  fifh  not  with  this  melancholy  bait, 

For  this  fool's  gudgeon,  this  Opinion. 

Come  good  Lorenzo,  fare  ye  well  a  while, 

I'll  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor,  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  'till  dinner-time. 
I  muft  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  men  5 
For  Gratia  no  never  lets  me  fpeak. 

Gra.  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years  more, 
Thou  malt  not  know  the  found  of  thine  own  tongue. 

Anth.  Fare  well  ;  M  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear. 

Gra.  Thanks  faith;  for  filence  is  only  commendable 
In  a  neat's  tongue  dry'd,  and  a  maid  not  vendible. 

[Exeunt  Grat.  and  Lor, 

Anth.  Is  that  any  thing  new  ? 

BaJJ.  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing,  more 
than  any  man  in  all  Venice  :  his  reafons  are  two  grains  of 
wheat  hid  in  two  bufhels  of  chaff  ;  you  fhall  fcek  all  day 
ere  you  find  them,  and  when  you  have  them,  they  are  not 
worth  the  fearch. 

Anth,  "Well  5  tell  me  now  what  lady  is  this  fame 
To  whom  you  iwore  this  fecret  pilgrimage, 
That  you  to-day  promis'd  to  tell  me  of  ? 

Bnjf,  'Tis  n«t  unknown  to  you,  Antbomo, 
How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  eftate, 
By  mewing  fomething  a  more  fwelling  port 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance  5 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abridg'd 
From  fuch  a  noble  rate  $  but  my  chief  care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  debts 
Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal, 
Kath  left  me  gag'd  :  to  you,  Anthonio, 
1  owe  the  mcfl  in  mony,  and  in  love, 
ArA  from  your  love  I  have  a  warranty 
T'unburthen  all  my  plots  and  purpofes, 

*  4l2udtog  to  what  is  faiJ  in  theGofpcl,  thztTVhofocvcr  flail  fitj 
tc  his  brother,  Then  foe/,  full  be  in  danger  of  Heil-fre.; 

How 
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How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 

Antb.  I  pray  you,  good  BaJfanioy  let  me  know  it, 
And  if  it  ftand,  as  you  your  felf  ftill  do, 
Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  affur'd 
My  purfe,  my  perfon,  my  extreameft  means 
Lye  all  unlock'd  to  your  occalions. 

Baff.  In  my  fchool-days,  when  I  had  loft  one  fhaft, 
I  mot  his  fellow  of  the  felf- fame  flight 
The  felf-fame  way  with  more  advifed  watch, 
To  find  the  other  forth,  by  ventring  both, 
I  oft  found  both.    I  urge  this  child-hood  proof, 
Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  innocence. 
I  owe  you  much,  and  like  a  wilful  youth, 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft  5  but  if  you  pleafe 
To  moot  another  arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  flioot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt, 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim,  or  to  find  both, 
Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again, 
And  thankfully  reft  debtor  for  the  firft, 

Antb,  You  know  me  well,  and  herein  fpend  but  time 
To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumftance  5 
And  out  of  doubt  you  do  me  now  more  wrong, 
In  making  queftion  of  my  uttermoft, 
Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  I  have. 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  what  I  mould  do, 
That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  done, 

And  I  am  preft  unto  it :  therefore  fpeak. 
B,afft  In  Belmont  is  a  lady  richly  left, 

Andftie  is  fair,  and  fairer  than  that  word, 

Of  wond'rous  virtues  5  fometime  from  her  eyes 

I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlefs  mefTages  5 

Her  name  is  Portia,  nothing  undervalu'd 

To  Cato's  Daughter,  Brutus  Portia  : 

Nor  is  the  wide  world  ign'rant  of  her  worth  ; 

For  the  four  winds  blow  in  from  every  coaft 

Renowned  fuitors  j  and  her  funny  locks 

Hang  on  her  Temples  like  a  golden  fleece, 

Which  makes  her  feat  of  Belmont,  Colcbos  ftrond, 

And  many  Jafons  come  in  queft  of  her, 

O  my  Aqtbanio,  had  I  but  the  means 

S  a  To 
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To  hold  a  rival-place  with  one  of  them, 
I  have  a  mind  prefages  me  fuch  *  thrift, 
That  I  moujd  queftion'efs  be  f  rtunate. 

Anth.  Thou  knovv'ft  that  all  my  fortunes  are  at  fea, 
Nor  have  I  mony,  nor  commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  fum  ;  therefore  go  forth, 
Try  what  my  ciedit  can  in  Venice  do  ; 
That,  mail  be  rack'd  even  to  th^  ut  term  oft, 
To  furnifh  thee  to  Belmont  to  fair  Portia  : 
Go  prefentiy  enquire,  and  fo  will  I, 
Where  meny  is,  and  I  no  queftion  make 
To  have  it  of  my  truft,  or  for  my  fake.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    II.  Belmont. 
¥bree  Csfiets  arc  fet  out,  one  of  gold,  another  cf Jtlx/er,  and 
another  of  lead. 
Enter  Portia  and  Nerifla. 

Per.  By  my  troth,  Neriffa,  my  little  body  is  weary  of 
this  great  world. 

AV.  You  would  be,  fweet  madam,  if  your  miferies 
were  in  the  lame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes  are ;  and 
yet,  for  ought  I  fee,  they  are  as  fick  that  furfeit  with  too 
much,  as  they  that  ftarve  with  nothing  5  therefore  it  is  no 
fmall  happinefs  to  be  feattd  in  the  mean  ;  fupernuity  com^s 
fooner  bv  white  hair?,  and  competency  lives  longer. 

For.  Good  fentences,  and  well  pronoune'd. 

iW.  They  uculd  be  better  if  well  follow'd. 

Por.  If  to  do,  were  as  eaile  as  to  know  what  were  good 
to  do,  chappels  had  been  churches,  and  poor  mens  cottages 
Princes  palaces.  He  is  a  good  divine  that  follows  his  own 
inftruclions  j  I  can  eaner  teach  twenty  what  were  good  to 
be  done,  than  to  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow  mine  own 
teaching.  The  biain  may  deviie  laws  for  the  blood,  but  a 
hot  temper  leaps  o'er  a  cold  decree  ;  fuch  a  hare  is  madneis 
the  youth,  to  ikip  o'er  the  meihes  of  good  counfel  the 
cripple.  But  this  reafoning  is  not  in  fa/hion  to  chufe  me  a 
hufband  :  Q  me,  the  word  chufe  !  I  may  neither  chufe 
whom  I  would,  ncr  refufe  whom  I  difiike,  fo  is  the  will 
«f  a  living  daughter  curb'd  by  the  will  of  a  dead  father  5 

*  Thrift*  far  thriving 
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is  it  not  hard,  NeriJ'a,  that  I  cannot  chufeone,nor  refufc 
none  ? 

Ner,  Your  father  was  ever  virtuous,  and  holy  men  at 
their  death  have  good  infpirations  5  therefore  the  lottery 
that  he  hath  devifed  in  thefe  three  chefts  of  gold,  filver, 
and  lead  (whereof  who  chufes  his  meaning,  chufes  you) 
will  no  noubt  never  be  chofen  by  any  rightly,  but  cne  whom 
you  fhall  rightly  love.  But  what  warmth  is  there  in  your 
affection  towards  any  of  the  princely  fuitors  that  are  al- 
ready come  ? 

Por.  I  pray  thee  over-name  them,  and  as  thou  nam'fb 
them  I  will  defcribe  them,  and  according  to  my  efcription 
level  at  my  affection. 

Ner,  Firft  there  is  the  Neapolitan  Prince. 
Por.  Ay,  that's  a  dolt  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing  but 
talk  of  his  horfe,  and  he  makes  it  a  great  appropriation  to 
his  own  good  parts  that  he  can  fhoe  him  himielf :  I  am 
much  afraid  my  lady  his  mother  play'd  faife  with  a  fmith. 
Ner,  Then  there  is  the  Count  Palatine* 
Por.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown,  as  who  mould  fay,  if 
y,  u  ^vill  not  have  me,  chufe  :  he  hears  merry  tales,  and 
frmlesnotj  I  fear  he  will  prove  the  weeping  Fhilofopher 
when  he  grows  old,  being  fo  full  of  unmannerly  fadnefs  in 
his  youth.    I  had  rather  be  married  to  a  death's  head  with 
a  bone  in  his  mouth,  than  to  cither  of  thefe.    God  defend 
me  from  thefe  two. 

Ncr.  Row  fay  you  by  the  French  Lord,  Monfieur  Le 
Bonn ! 

Por.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafs  for  a 
man  j  in  truth  1  know  it  is  a  fin  to  be  a  mocker  ;  but  he  ! 
why  he  hath  a  horfe  better  than  the  Neapolitan's,  a  better 
bad  habit  of  frowning  than  the  Count  Palatine,  he  is  every 
man  in  no  man  j  if  a  throftle  ling,  he  falls  ftrait  a  caper- 
ing j  he  will  fence  with  his  own  fhaclow ;  if  1  mould 
marry  him,  I  mould  marry  twenty  hulbands.  If  he  would 
defpife  me,  1  would  forgive  him,  for  if  he  love  me  to 
madnefs,  I  mould  never  requite  him. 

Ntr.  What  fay  you  then  to  Faulconbridge,  the  young 
Baron  of  England  f 

Por,  You  know  I  fay  nothing  to  him,  for  he  under- 
S  3  itanus 
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flands  not  me,  nor  I  him  ;  he  hath  neither  Latin,  Trench 

nor  Italian,  and  you  may  come  into  the  court  and  fvvear 
that  I  have  a  poor  penny-worth  in  the  Englijh.  He  is  a 
proper  man's  picture,  but  alis !  who  can  converfe  wi'.h  a 
dumb  mow  f  how  odly  he  is  fuited  !  I  think  he  bought  his 
doublet  in  Italy,  his  round  hofe  in  France,  his  bonnet  in 
Germany,  and  his  behaviour  every  where. 

Ne;\  What  think  you  of  the  Sc&ttijh  lord  his  neighbour? 

Per.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  charity  in  h,m,  for 
jhe  borrowed  a  box  of  the  ear  of  the  Engli(h-tnan,  and 
/wore  he  would  pay  him  again  when  he  was  able.  I  think 
the  French-man  became  his  furety,  and  feaied  under  for 
another. 

Ner.  How  like  you  the  young  German,  the  Duke  of 
Saxony^s  nephew  ? 

Por,  Very  vilely  in  the  morning  when  he  is  fober,  and 
moft  vilely  in  the  afternoon  when  he  is  drunk  j  when  he  is 
heft,  he  is  a  little  worfe  than  a  man,  and  when  he  is  wcrft, 
he  is  little  better  than  a  beafl:  j  and,  the  worft  fall  that 
ever  fell,  I  hope  I  mall  make  fhift  to  go  without  him. 

Ner,  Jf  he  mould  offer  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the  right 
eafket,  you  mould  refufe  to  perform  jour  father's  will, 
you  mould  refufe  to  accept  him. 

Por.  Therefore  for  fear  of  the  worit,  I  pray  thee  fet  a 
deep  glafs  of  Rbenifh  wine  on  the  contrary  ca/fcet,  for  if 
the  devil  be  within,  and  that  temptation  without;  I  know 
he. will  chufe  it.  I  will  do  any  thing  Ncrijja,  ere  I  will  be 
marry'd  to  a  fpunge. 

Ner.  You  need  not  fear,  lady,  the  having  any  of  thefe 
lords  :  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  determinations, 
which  is  indeed  to  return  to  their  home,  and  to  trouble 
you  with  no  more  fait,  unlefs  you  may  be  won  by  leme 
other  fort  than  your  faiher's  impofition,  depending  on  the 
ca/kets. 

Por.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibilla,  I  will  die  as  chafte 
as  Diana,  unlefs  I  be  obtain'd  by  the  manner  of  my  fa- 
ther's will :  I  am  glad  this  parcel  of  wcoers  are  fo  reafo- 
nable,  for  there  is  not  one  among  them  but  I  doat  on  his 
very  abfence,  and  wiih  them  a  fair  departure. 

iv.v.  Co  you  not  remember,  lady ,  in  your  father's  time, 
J    •.  a 
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a  Venettariy  a  fcholar  and  a  foldier,  that  came  hither  in 
company  of  the  Marquifs  of  Mountferrat  ? 

For.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Baffanio,  as  1  think,  he  was  fo 
called. 

Ner.  True,  madam  5  he  of  all  the  men  that  ever  my 
fooliih  eyes  lock'd  upon,  was  the  beft  deferving  a  fair  lady. 

For.  i  remember  him  well,  and  I  remember  him  worthy 
of  thy  praile.    How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  The  fcur  ftrangers  feek  fcr  you,  madam,  to  take 
their  leave  j  and  there  is  a  fore-runner  come  from  a  fifth, 
the  Prince  of  Morocco,  who  brings  word  the  Prince  his  ma- 
iler will  be  here  to-night. 

Por.  If  I  could  bid  the  fifth  welcome  with  fo  good  a 
he  irt  as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewel,  I  mould  be  glad 
of  his  approach  ;  if  he  have  the  condition  of  a  faint,  and 
the  complexion  of  a  devil,  I  had  rather  he  mould  fhrive  me 
than  wive  me.  Come  Neriffa.  Sirrah  go  before  5  while 
we  fhut  the  gate  upon  one  wooer,  another  knocks  at  the 
door.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  IIT.  Venice. 
Enter  BaiTanio  and  Shylock. 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats  ?  well. 

Baff.  Ay  Sir,  for  three  months. 

Sty.  For  thiee  months  ?  well. 

Baff.  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you,  Anthcnio  mall  be 
bound. 

Shy.  Anthonio  mall  become  bound  ?  well. 

Baff.  May  you  ftead  me  ?  will  you  pleafure  me  ?  lliall 
I  know  your  anfwer  ? 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats  for  three  months,  and  An- 
thonio bound  ? 

Boff.  Your  anfwer  to  that. 

Shy.  Anthonio  is  a  good  nvn. 

Baff.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  contrary  ? 

Shy.  No,  no,  no,  110  ;  my  meaning  in  laying  he  is  a 
good  man,  is  to  have  you  underhand  me,  that  he  is  fuffi- 
cient :  yet  his  means  are  in  fuppoiitun  :  hthath  an  Argolie 
bound  to  "Tripolisy  another  to  the  Indies  5  I  understand 
moreover  upon  the  Fya!tox  he  hath  a  third  at  Mexico,  a 

fourth 
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fourth  for  England,  and  other  ventures  he  hath  fquander'd 
abroad.  But  mips  are  but  boards,  failers  but  men  $  there 
be  land-rats,  and  water-rats,water-thieves  and  land-thieves, 
I  mean  pyrates  j  and  then  there  is  the  peril  of  waters, 
winds  and  rocks.  The  man  is  notwithstanding  fufficient  j 
three  thoufand  ducats  ?  I  think  I  may  take  his  bond. 
BaJJ\  Be  afTurM  you  may. 

Shy.  I  will  be  afTur'd  I  may  j  and  that  I  may  be  aiTur'd, 

I  will  bethink  me  ;  may  I  fpeak  with  Anthonio  f 

BaJ]\  If  itpleafe  you  to  dine  with  us. 

Shy.  Yes,  to  fmell  pork,  to  eat  of  the  habitation  which 
your  prophet  the  Nazarite  conjur'd  the  devil  into  ?  J  will 
buy  with  you,  fell  with  you,  talk  with  you,  walk  with 
you,  and  fo  following ;  but  I  will  not  eat  with  you,  drink 
with  you,  nor  pray  with  you.  What  news  on  the  Ryalto  $ 
who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Bi[ff\  This  is  Signior  Anthonio. 

Sby.  [Sijide.]  How  like  a  fawning  Publican  he  looks ! 
1  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  chriftiao  : 
But  more,  for  that  in  low  fmplicity 
He  lends  out  mony  gratis,  and  brings  down 
The  rate  cf  ufance  here  with  us  in  Venice. 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  1  brar  him. 
He  hates  our  facred  nation,  and  he  rails 
Ev'n  there  where  merchants  moft  do  congregate, 
On  mc,  my  bargains,  and  my  well-won  thrift, 
Which  he  calls  Intereft.    Curfed  be  my  tribe 
If  I  forgive  him  ! 

Bajf.  Shylcck,  do  you  hear  ? 

Shy.  I  am  debating  of  my  prefent  ftore, 
And  by  the  near  guefs  cf  my  memory, 
I  cannot  inftantly  raife  up  the  grofs 
Of  full  three  thcufard  ducats :  what  of  that  ? 
Tubal,  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe, 
Will  furnifli  me  j  but  fort,  how  many  months 
Do  you  defire  ?  Reft  you  fair,  good  Signior,       [To  Anth. 
Your  worfhip  was  the  laft  man  in  our  mouths. 

Antb*  Shylock,  although  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow 

By 
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By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  excefs. 
Yet  to  fupply  the  ripe  wants  of  myfriend 
I'll  break  acuftom.— —  Is  he  yet  porTeft 
How  much  he  would  ? 

Shy.  Ay,  ay,  three  thoufand  ducats. 

Anth.  And  for  three  months. 

Shy.  I  had  forgot  three  months,  he  told  me  fo  ; 
Well  then  your  bond  :  and  let  me  fee,  but  hear  you, 
Me  thought  you  faid  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow. 
Upon  advantage. 

Anth.  I  do  never  ufe  ir. 

Shy.  When  "Jacob  graz'd  his  father  LabatCs  iheep, 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
(As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf) 
The  third  polTeflbr ;  ay,  he  was  the  third. 

Anth.  And  what  of  him  ?  did  he  take  intereft  ? 

Shy.  No,  not  take  int'reft,  not  as  you  would  fay 
Directly  int'reft  j  mark  what  Jacob  did. 
When  Laban  and  himfelf  were  compromised 
That  all  the  yeanlings  which  were  ftreakM  and  pied 
Should  fall  as  Jacob's  hire  j  the  ewes  being  rank^ 
In  trf  end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams  j 
Then  when  the  woik  of  generation  was 
Between  tkefe  woolly  breeders  in  the  act, 
The  fkilful  fhepherd  peel'd  me  certain  wan<Js> 
And  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind, 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  ewes  5 
Who  then  conceiving,  did  in  yeaning  time 
Fall  party-colour'd  lambs,  and  thofe  were  Jacob's* 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bleft  3 
And  thrift  is  blerling,  if  men  ileal  it  not. 

Anth.  This  was  a  venture,  Sir,  that  Jacob  ferv'd  for  J 
A  thing  not  in  his  pow'r  to  bring  topafs, 
But  fway'd  and  fafliion'd  by  the  hand  of  heaven. 
Was  this  infcrted  to  make  int'reit  good  ? 
Or  is  your  gold  and  filver  ewes  and  rams  ? 

Shy.  I  cannot  tell  5  I  make  it  breed  as  fafl  j 
But  note  me,  Signior. 

Anth.  Mark  you  this,  Baffanto? 
The  devil  can  cite  fcripture  for  his  purpofe. 

A» 
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An  evil  foul,  producing  holy  witnefs, 
Is  like  a  villain  with  a  fmiling  cheek, 
A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart. 
O  what  a  godly  outfide  falfhocd  hath ! 

Sby.  Three  thoufand  ducats !  'tis  a  good  round  fum. 
Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate. 
Antb.  Well,  Sbylock,  mall  we  be  beholden  to  you  ? 
Sby.  Signior  Antbonio,  many  a  time  and  oft 
In  the  Ryalto  ycu  have  rated  me, 
About  my  monies  and  my  ufances. 
Still  have  I  born  it  with  a  patient  fhrug, 
For  fufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe. 
You  call  me  milbeliever,  cut- throat  dog, 
And  fpit  upon  my  Jeivijh  gabardine, 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  is  mine  own. 
Well  then,  it  now  appears  you  need  my  help  ; 
Go  to  then,  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay,  * 
Sbylock,  we  would  have  Monies  j  you  fay  fo, 
You  that  did  void  your  rheume  upon  my  beard, 
And  foot  me,  as  you  fpurn  a  ftranger  cur 
Over  your  threfhold  :  mony  is  your  fuit : 
What  mould  I  fay  to  you  ?  mould  I  not  fay, 
Hath  a  dog  mony  ?  is  it  pofTible 
A  cur  can  lend  three  thoufand  ducats  ?  or 

Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondman's  key, 
With  bated  breath,  and  whifp'ring  humblenefs, 

Say  this  :  fair  Sir,  you  fpit  on  me  laft  JVednefday, 

You  fpurn'd  me  fuch  a  day ;  another  time 

You  call'd  me  dog $  and  for  thefe  courtefies 

I'll  lend  you  thus  much  monies. 

Antb.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  again, 

To  fpit  on  thee  again,  to  fpurn  thee  too. 

If  thou  wilt  lend  this  mony,  lend  it  not 

As  to  thy  friend,  (for  when  didfriendfhip  take 

A  *  breed  of  barren  metal  cf  his  friend  ?) 

But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy, 

Who  if  he  break,  thou  may' ft  with  better  face 

ExacT:  the  penalty. 
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Shy.  Why  how  you  ftorm  ? 
I  would  be  friends  with  you,  and  have  your  love, 
Forget  the  fhames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with, 
Supply  your  prefent  wants,  and  take  no  doit 
Of  ufance  for  my  monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  me  : 
This  fure  is  kind  I  offer. 

Anth.  This  were  kindnefs. 

Shy.  This  kindnefs  will  I  /how  ; 
Go  with  me  to  a  Notary,  feal  me  there 
Your  fingle  bond,  and  in  a  merry  fport, 
If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  day, 
In  fuch  a  place,  fuch  fum  or  fums  as  are 
ExprefsM  in  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 
Of  your  fair  flefh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  it  fhall  pleafe  me. 

Anth.  Content,  in  faith,  I'll  feal  to  fuch  a  bond, 
And  fay  there  is  much  kindnefs  in  the  Jciv. 

Bajj\  You  fhall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bond  for  me, 
I'll  rather  dwell  in  my  neceffity. 

Anth.  Why  fear  not,  man,  I  will  not  forfeit  it  ; 
Within  thefe  two  months,  (that's  a  month  before 
This  bond  expires)  I  do  expecT:  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Sty.  O  father  Abraham,  what  thefc  chriftians  are  I 
Whofc  own  hard  dealings  teach  them  to  fufpect 
The  thoughts  of  others !  pray  you  tell  me  this, 
If  he  fhould  break  his  day,  what  fhould  I  gain 
By  theexattion  of  the  forfeiture  ? 
A  pound  of  man's  flefii,  taken  from  a  man, 
Is  not  fo  eftimable  or  profitable, 
As  flefh  of  muttons,  beefs,  or^oats.    I  fay, 
To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  fricndfliip  i 
If  he  will  take  it,  fo  ;  if  not  adieu  ; 
And  for  my  love  I  pray  you  wrong  me  not. 

Anth.  Yes,  Shylock,  I  will  feal  unto  this  bond. 

Shy.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  Notary's. 
Give  him  direction  for  this  merry  bond, 
And  I  will  go  and  purfe  the  ducats  flrait, 
See  to  my  houfe,  left  in  the  fearful  guard 
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Of  an  unthrifty  knave,  and  prefently 

J  will  be  with  you.  [Exit* 

Anth.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew. 
The  Hebrew  will  turn  chriftian,  he  grows  kind. 

Bajf.  I  like  not  fair  terms,  and  a  villain's  mind. 

Anth.  Come  on,  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay, 
Mv  Ihips  come  home  a  month  before  the  day.  [Exeunt. 

ACT    II.    SCENE  I. 

Belmont. 

Enter  Morochius  a  Tawny -Moor  all  in  white,  and  three  or 
four  Followers  accordingly,  with  Portia,  Nerifia,  and  her 

train.    Flo.  Cornets. 
Mor.  A  /Clflike  me  not  for  my  completion, 

1V1  The  fhadow'd  livery  of  the  burnhVd  fun. 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faireft  creature  northward  born> 
Where  Phoebus'  fire  fcarce  thaws  the  icicles, 
And  let  us  make  incifion  for  your  love, 
To  prove  whofe  blood  is  redded,  his  or  mine* 
I  tell  thee,  lady,  this  afpect  of  mine 
Hath  fear'd  the  valiant  5  by  my  love  I  fwear^ 
The  beft  regarded  virgins  of  our  clime 
Have  lovM  it  too :  I  would  not  change  this  hue, 
Except  to  fteal  your  thoughts,  my  gentle  Queem 

Por.  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  folely  led 
By  nice  direction  of  a  maiden's  eyes  : 
Befides,  the  lottery  of  my  deftiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  chufing. 
But  if  my  father  had  not  fcanted  me, 
And  hedg'd  me  by  his  will  to  yield  my  felf 
His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you  j 
Your  felf,  renowned  Prince,  then  flood  as  fair 
As  any  comer  I  have  look'd  on  yet^ 
For  my  affection. 

Mor.  Ev'n  for  that  I  thank  you  ; 
Therefore  I  pray  you  lead  me  to  the  caflcets 
To  try  my  fortune.    By  this  fcimitar, 
That  flew  the  Sophy  and  a  Perfian  Prince, 
That  won  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman, 
I  would  9Ut-ftare  the  fterneft  eyes  that  look*  Out* 
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Out-brave  the  heart  moft  daring  on  the  earth, 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  cubs  from  the  fhe-bear, 
Yea,  mock  the  lion  when  he  roars  for  prey, 
To  win  thee,  lady.    But,  alas  the  while  1 
If  Hercules  and  Lycbas  play  at  dice 
Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw- 
May  turn  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand  ; 
So  is  Alcides  beaten  by  his  Page, 
And  fo  may  I,  blind  fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that  which  one  unworthier  may  attain, 
And  die  with  grieving. 

Por*  You  muft  take  your  chance, 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chufe  at  all,  ^ 
Or  fwear  before  you  chufe,  if  you  chufe  wrong, 
Never  to  fpeak  to  lady  afterward 
In  way  of  marriage ;  therefore  be  advis'd. 

Mor.  Nor  will  not ;  therefore  bring  me  to  my  chance* 

Por.  Firft  forward  to  the  temple^  after  dinner 
Your  hazard  fhall  be  made. 

Mor.  Good  fortune  then  !  [Cornets* 
To  make  me  bleft  or  cur-fed' ft  among  men.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE   II.  Venice. 
Enter  Launcelot  alone* 

Latin,  Certainly  my  confcience  will  ferve  me  to  run  from 
this  Jew  my  niafter.  The  fiend  is  at  mine  elbow,  and 
tempts  me  $  faying  to  me>  Gobbo,  Launcelot  Gobbo,  good 
Launcelot,  or  good  Gobbo,  or  good  Launcelot  Gobbo,  ufc 
your  legs,  take  the  ftart,  run  away.  My  confcience  fays 
no;  .{take  heed,  honeft  Launcelot,  take  heed,  honeft  Gobbo% 
©r  as  aforefaid,  honeft  Launcelet  Gobbo,  do  not  run,  fcom 
running  with  thy  heels.  Well,  the  moft  courageous  fiend 
bids  me  pack,  via  fays  the  fiend,  away  fays  the  fiend,  for 
the  heav'ns  roufe  up  a  brave  mind,  fays  the  fiend,  and  run. 
Well,  my  confcience  hanging  about  the  neck  of  my  heart, 
fays  very  wifely  to  me,  my  honeft  friend  Launcelet,  being 
an  honeft  man's  fon,  or  rather  an  honeft  woman's  fen— 
for  indeed  my  father  did  femething  fmack,  femcthing  grow 
too  5  he  had  a  kind  of  tafte.  vveli,  my  confcience  fays, 
budge  not ;  budge,  fays  the  fiend ;  budge  not,  fays  my  con- 
Science  ;  confcience,  fay  I,  you  counfei  well  j  fiend,  fay  I* 

Vox.,  II.         '  T  yo\* 
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you  counfel  ill.  To  be  rul'd  by  my  confcience  I  mould  flay 
with  the  Jew  my  mafter,  who,  God  blefs  the  mark,  is  a 
kind  of  devil  ;  and  to  run  away  from  the  Jew  I  mould  be 
ruled  by  the  fiend,  who,  faving  your  reverence,  is  the  devil 
himfelf.  Certainly  the  Jew  is  the  very  devil  incarnal  5  and 
in  my  confcience,  my  confcience  is  but  a  kind  of  hard  con- 
fcience, to  offer  to  counfel  me  to  ftay  with  the  Jew.  The 
fiend  gives  the  more  friendly  counfel  5  I  will  run  fiend, 
my  heels  are  at  your  commandment,  I  will  run. 
Enter  old  Gobbo  with  a  bajket. 

Gob.  Mafter  young  man,  you,  I  pray  you,  which  is  the 
way  to  mafter  Jew's  ? 

Laun.  O  heav'ns,  this  is  my  true  begotten  father,  who 
being  more  than  fand-blind,  high  gravel-blind,  knows  me 
not  ;  I  will  try  confufions  with  him. 

Gob,  Mafter  young  gentleman,  I  pray  you  which  is  the 
■way  to  mafter  Jews\  f 

Laun.  Turn  up,  on  your  right-hand  at  the  next  turning, 
but  at  the  next  turning  of  all  on  your  left  ;  marry  at  the 
very  next  turning  turn  of  no  hand,  but  turn  down  indirectly 
to  the  Jew*s  houfe. 

Gob,  By  God's  fonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit  5  can 
you  tell  me  whether  one  Launcelot,  that  dwells  with  him, 
dwell  with  him  or  no  ? 

Laun.  Talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcelot  f  (mark  me 
now,  now  will  1  raife  the  waters  j)  talk  you  of  young  ma- 
iler Launcelot  f 

Gob,  No  mafter,  Sir,  but  a  poor  man's  fon»  His  father, 
though  I  fay't,  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor  man,  and,  God 
be  thanked,  well  to  live. 

Laun.  Well,  let  his  father  be  what  he  will,  we  talk  of 
young  mafter  Launcelot. 

Gob.  Your  worfhip's  friend  and  Launcelot ,  Sir. 

Laun.  But  I  pray  ycu  ergo,  old  man,  ergo  I  befeech  you, 
;talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcelot  f 

Gob.  Of  Launcelot,  an't  pleafe  your  mafterftiip. 

Laun.  Ergo  mafter  Launcelot  5  talk  not  of  mafter  Laun- 
£cht9  father,  for  the  young  gentleman  (according  to  fates 

*©d  deftinissj  and  fuch  odd  frying,  jte  filths  three,  and 
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fuch  branches  of  learning,)  is  indeed  deceafed,  or,  as  yo* 
would  fay  in  plain  terms,  gone  to  heav'n. 

Gob.  Marry  God  forbid  !  the  boy  was  the  very  ftaff  of 
my  age,  my  very  prop. 

Laun.  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgel,  or  a  hovel-poft,  a  ftaff 
or  a  prop  ?  do  you  know  me,  father  ? 

Gob.  Alack  the  day,  I  know  you  not,  young  gentleman ; 
but  I  pray  you  tell  me,  is  my  boy,  God  reft  his  foul,  alive 
or  dead  ? 

Laun,  Do  you  not  know  me,  father  ? 

Gob.  Alack  Sir,  I  am  fand-blind,  I  know  you  not. 

Laun,  Nay,  indeed  if  you  had  your  eyes  you  might  fail 
of  the  knowing  me  :  it  is  a  wife  father  that  knows  his  own 
child.  Well,  old  man,  I  will  tell  you  news  of  your  fon, 
give  me  your  blefiing,  truth  will  come  to  light,  murder  can- 
not be  hid  long,  a  man's  fon  may  j  but  in  the  end  truth 
will  out. 

Gob.  Pray  you,  Sir,  ftand  up,  I  am  fure  you  are  not 
launcelot  my  boy. 

Laun.  Pray  you  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about  it,  but 
give  me  your  blemngj  I  am  Launcelot ,  your  boy  that  was^ 
your  fon  that  is,  your  child  that  mall  be. 

Gob*  I  cannot  think   you  are  my  fon. 

Laun.  I  know  not  what  I  mail  think  of  that :  but  I  am 
Launcelot  the  Jew  s  man,  and  I  am  fure  Margery  your 
wife  is  my  mother. 

Gob,  Her  name  is  Margery  indeed.  I'll  be  fworn,  if 
thou  be  Launcelot,  thou  art  mine  own  Mem  and  blood  :  lord 
worftiip'd  might  he  be  !  what  a  beard  haft  thou  got!  thou, 
haft  got  more  hair  on  thy  chin,  than  Dobbin  my  Thill- 
horfe  has  on  his  tail. 

Laun,  It  mould  feem  then  that  Dobbin's  tail  grows  back- 
ward, I  am  fure  he  had  more  hair  on  his  tail  than  I  have 
on  my  face  when  1  laft  faw  him. 

Gob.  Lord  how  art  thou  chang'd !  how  doft  thou  and  thy 
inafter  agree  ?  I  have  brought  him  a  prefent  5  how  agree, 
you  now  ? 

Laun.  Well,  well ;  but  for  mine  own  part,  as  I  have 
fet  up  my  reft  to  run  away,  fo  I  will  not  reft  till  I<have 
run  fome  ground.    My  mafter's  a  very  Jew  :  give  him  a 
T  %  prefent! 
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prefent !  give  him  a  halter  :  I  am  faminVd  in  his  fervice* 
You  may  tell  every  finger  I  have  with  my  ribs.  Father,  I 
am  glad  you  are  come,  give  me  your  prefent  to  one  matter 
Baffanio,  who  indeed  gives  rare  new  liveries  5  if  J  ferve  him 
not,  I  will  run  as  far  as  God  has  any  ground.  O  rare  for- 
tune, here  comes  the  man  5  to  him,  father,  for  I  am  a 
Jew  if  I  ferve  the  Jew  any  longer. 
Enter  BafTanio  with  Leonardo,  and  a  follower  or  two  more* 

Baff.  You  may  do  fo  ;  but  let  it  be  fo  hafted,  that  fup- 
per  be  ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the  clock  :  fee  thefe 
letters  delivered,  put  the  liveries  to  making,  and  defirc 
Gratiano  to  come  anon  to  my  lodging. 

Latin*  To  him,  father. 

Gob.  God  blefs  your  wcrfhip* 

Baff.  Gramercy,  would' ft  thou  ought  with  me  ? 

Gob.  Here's  my  fort,  Sir,  a  poor  boy. 

Laun,  Not  a  poor  boy,  Sir,  but  the  rich  ^tw's  man, 
that  would,  Sir,  as  my  father  frail  fpecifie. 

Gob.  He  hath  a  great  infection,  Sir,  as  one  would  hjt 
to  ferve. 

Laun.  Indeed  the  moi  t  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the  jew, 
and  have  a  defire  as  my  father  /ball  fpecifie. 

Gob.  His  mafter  and  he,  faving  your  v/orihip's  reverence, 
are  fcarce  catercoufins. 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  Jew 
having  done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  my  father,  be- 
ing I  hope  an  old  man,  (hall  frutifie  unto  you. 

Gob.  I  have  here  a  dim  of  doves  that  I  would  beftow 
upon  your  wormip,  and  my  fuit  is  - 

Laun.  In  very  brief,  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to  my  felf, 
as  your  wormip  fijall  know  by  this  honeft  old  man  5  and 
though  I  fay  it,  though  old  man,  yet  poor  man  my  father. 

Bajf.  One  fpeak  for  both,  what  would  you  ? 

Laun.  Serve  you,  Sir. 

Gob.  This  is  the  very  defect  of  the  matter,  Sir. 

Baff.  I  know  thee  well,  thou  haft  obtain' d  thy  fuit  J 
Sty/lock,  thy  mafter,  fpoke  with  me  this  day, 
And  hath  preferr'd  thee,  if  it  be  preferment 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew's  fervice  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poor  a  gentleman, 

Laun, 
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Lautt.  The  old  proverb  is  very  well  parted  between  my 
matter  Sbylock  and  you,  Sir  j  you  have  the  grace  of  God, 
Sir,  and  he  hath  enough, 

Baff.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  well  j  go,  father,  with  thy  fon : 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  mailer,  and  enquire 
My  lodging  out ;  give  him  a  livery, 
More  guarded  than  his  fellows  :  fee  it  done. 

Laun.  Father,  in  ;  I  cannot  get  a  fervice,  no  ?  I  have 
ne'er  a  tongue  in  my  head  ?  well,*  if  any  man  in  Itaty  have 
a  fairer  table  which  doth  offer  to  fwear  upon  a  book, 
J  /ball  have  good  fortune— go  to,  here's  a  fimple  line  of 
life,  here's  a  fmall  trifle  of  wives,  alas,  fifteen  wives  is 
nothing,  eleven  widows  and  nine  maids  is  a  fimple  com- 
ing in  for  one  man  !  and  then  to  'fcape  drowning  thrice,  and 
to  be  in  peril  of  my  life  with  the  edge  of  a  feather  bed,  here 
are  fimple  'fcapes !  well,  if  fortune  be  a  woman,  fhe's  a  good 
wench  for  this  geer.  Father,  come  5  I'll  take  my  leave  of 
the  Jew  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye.  \Ex.  Laun.  and  Gob. 

^aJfm  *  Pray  tnee>  g°°d  Leonardo,  think  on  this  j 
Thefe  things  being  bought  and  orderly  bellowed, 
Return  in  hafte,  for  I  do  feaft  to-night 
'My  beft  efteem'd  acquaintance  ;  hie  thee,  go. 

Leon.  My  beft  endeavours  ihall  be  done  herein. 
SCENE   III.    Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Where  is  your  mafter  ?  . 

Leon.  Yonder,  Sir,  he  walks.  [Exit  Leonardo. 

Gra-  Signior  BaJJanio  ! 

Baff,  Signior  Gratiano  I 

Gra.  I  have  a  fuit  to  you. 

Bajj\  You  have  obtain'jd  it. 

Gra.  Nay,  you  muft  not  deny  me,  I  muft  go 
"With  you  to  Belmont. 

Baff'.  Why  then  you  mull :  but  hear  thee,  Gratiano, 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice, 
Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 
And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults  ; 
But  where  thou  art  not  known,  why  there  they  fliew 
Something  too  liberal  j  pray  thee  take  paiu 


*  LogkiDg  en  his  own  hand. 
T  ^ 


T  allay 
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T*  allay  with  fome  cold  drops  of  modefty 

Thy  fkipping  fpirit,  left  through  thy  wild  behaviouf 

I  be  mifconftru'd  in  the  place  I  go  to, 

And  lofe  my  hopes. 

Gra.  Signior  Bajfanio,  hear  me. 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  habit, 
Talk  with  refpect,  and  fwear  but  now  and  then, 
Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pockets,  look  demurely^ 
Nay  more,  while  grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  eyes 
Thus  with  mine  hat,  and  figh  and  fay  Amen  j 
Ufe  all  th*  obfervance  of  civility, 
Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 
To  pleafe  his  grandam ;  never  truft  me  more. 

Ba/f,  Well,  we  mall  fee  your  bearing. 

Gra.  Nay,  but  I  bar  to-night,  you  /hall  not  gage  me 
By  what  we  do  to-night. 

Baff.  No,  that  were  pity.  • 
I  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldeft  fuit  of  mirth,  for  we  have  friends 
That  purpofe  merriment :  but  fare  you  well, 
I  have  fome  bufinefs. 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lorenzo  and  the  reft  : 
But  we  will  vifit  you  at  fupper-time.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  IV.    Enter  Jeflica  and  LaunceJot. 

jfef,  I'm  forry  thou  wilt  leave  my  father  fo, 
Our  houfe  is  hell,  and  thou,  a  merry  devil, 
Didft  rob  it  of  fome  tafte  of  tedioufnefs  j 
But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  ducat  for  thee. 
And ,  LaunceJot,  foon  at  fupper  malt  thou  fee 
Lorenzo,  who  is  thy  new  mafter's  gueft  $ 
Give  him  this  letter,  do  it  fecretly, 
And  fo  farewell  :  I  would  not  have  my  father 
See  me  talk  with  thee. 

Laun.  Adieu  :  tears  exhibit  my  tongue,  moft  beautiful 
Pagan,  moft  fazttjew  !  if  a  chriftian  did  not  play  the 
knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  deceived  5  but  adieu,  thefe 
foolilh  drops  do  fomewhat  drown  my  manly  fpirit ;  adieu. 

{Exit. 

Jef.  Farewel,  good  Launcelot. 
Alack,  what  heinous  fo  is  it  in  me, 

To 
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To  be  afham'd  to  be  my  fathers  child  ? 
But  though  1  am  a  daughter  to  his  blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners :  O  Lorenzo, 
Jf  thou  keep  promife,  I  mall  end  this  ftrife, 
Become  a  chriftian,  and  thy  loving  wife.  [Exit* 
SCENE  V. 
Enter  Gratiano,  Lorenzo,  Solarino,  and  Salanio. 

Lor.  Nay,  we  will  flink  away  in  fupper-time,  difguife 
us  at  my  lodging,  and  return  all  in  an  hour. 

Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  preparation. 

Sal.  We  have  not  fpoke  as  yet  of  torch- bearers. 

Sola.  "Tis  vile,  unlefs  it  may  be  quaintly  ordered, 
And  better  in  my  mind  not  undertook. 

Lor.  'Tis  now  but  four  a-clock,  we  have  two  hours 
To  furnifh  us.    Friend  Launcelot,  what's  the  news  ? 
Enter  Launcelot  with  a  letter. 

Laun,  An  It  fhajl  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this,  it  (hall 
feem  to  fignifie, 

Lor.  I  know  the  hand,  in  faith  'tis  a  fair  hand, 
And  whiter  than  the  paper  that  it  writ  on 
Is  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 

Gra.  Love-news,  in  faith. 

La::n.  By  your  leave,  Sir. 

Lor.  Whither  goeft  thou  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  Sir,  to  bid  my  old  mafter  the  y^wto  fup 
to-night  with  my  new  mafter  the  chriftian. 

Lor.  Hold,  here,  take  this,  tell  gentle  JeJJica 
1  will  not  fail  her,  fpeak  it  privately. 
Go,  gentlemen,  will  you  prepare  forth1  malk  to-night? 
I  am  provided  of  a  torch-bearer.  [Exit  Laun* 

Sal.  Ay  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  it  ftrait. 

Sola.  And  fo  will  I. 

Lor.  Meet  me  and  Gratiano 
At  Gratiano's  lodging  fome  hour  hence. 

Sal.  'Tis  good  we  do  fo.  [Exit, 

Gra.  Was  not  that  letter  from  fair  Jeffica  ? 

Lor.  I  muft  needs  tell  thee  all,  me  lias  directed 
How  I  (hall  take  her  from  her  father's  houfe, 
What  gold  and  jewels  fhe  is  furninYd  with, 
What  page's  fuit  ihe  hath  in  readinefs, 
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If  e'er  the  Jew  her  father  come  to  heay'n, 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughter's  fake  : 
And  never  dare  misfortune  crofs  her  foot, 
Unlefs  fhe  do  it  under  this  excufe, 
That  fhe  is  iffue  to  a  faithlefs  Jew  ! 
Come,  go  with  me,  perufe  this  as  thou  goeft, 
Tair  Jeffica  (hall  be  my  torch-bearer.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE  VI.    £/7*<r  Shylock  am/ Launcelot. 

Shy.  Well,  thou  malt  fee,  thy  eyes  mall  be  thy  judge, 
The  difference  of  old  Shylock  and  Bajfanio. 

What,  Jeffica  !  thou  fhall  not  gormandize 

As  thou  haft  done  with  me  1  what,  JeJJica  /■  ■» 

And  fleep  and  fnore,  and  rend  apparel  out. 
Why,  Jeffica  !  I  fay. 

Laun.  Why,  Jeffica! 

Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call  ?  I  did  not  bid  thee  call, 

Laun.  Your  worfhip  was  wont  to  tell  me  I  could  do  no- 
thing withour  bidding. 

Enter  Jeflica. 

Jef.  Call  you  ?  what  is  your  will  ? 

Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  fupper,  Jeffica, 
There  are  my  keys :  but  wherefore  mould  I  go  ? 
I  am  not  bid  for  love  j  they  flatter  me  : 
But  yet  1*11  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  chriftian.    Jeffica,  my  girl, 
Look  to  my  houfe,  I  am  right  loth  to  go* 
There  is  fome  ill  a  brewing  towards  my  reft, 
For  I  did  dream  of  mony-bags  to-night. 

Laun.  1  befeecb  you,  Sir,  go,  my  young  mafter  doth 
expect  your  approach. 

Shy.  So  do  I  his. 

Laun,  And  they  have  ccnfpired  together,  I  will  not  f>y 
you  mail  fee  a  mafk,  but  if  you  do,  then  it  was  not  for  no- 
thing that  my  nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on  black  monday  laft,  at 
fix  a-clock  i*  th'  morning,  falling  out  that  year  on  Am- 
Wednefday  was  four  year  in  the  afternoon. 

Shy.  What  are  thefe  mafks  ?  hear  you  me,  Jeffica, 
Lock  up  my  doors,  and  when  you  hear  the  drum 
And  the  vile  fqueaking  of  the  wry-neckM  fife, 
Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  cafements  then, 

•Nor 


The  Merchant  of  Venice,  225 

Nor  thru  ft  your  head  into  the  publick  ftreet 
To  gaze  on  chriftian  fools  with  varnifh'd  faces : 
But  Hop  my  houfe's  ears,  I  mean  my  cafements, 
Let  not  the  found  of  mallow  foppery  enter 
My  fober  houfe.    By  Jacobs  ftaff  1  fwear, 
I  have  no  mind  of  feaihng  forth  to-night : 
But  I  will  go  5  go  you  before  me,  firrah  : 
Say  I  will  come. 

Latin,  Sir,  I  will  go  before. 
Miftrefs,  look  out  at  a  window  for  all  this, 
There  will  come  a  chriftian  by, 

WiJl  be  worth  a  Jewefs*  eye.  [Exit,  Laun* 

Shy,  What  fays  that  fool  of  Hagarys  ofF-fpring,  ha  ? 

Jtf,  His  words  were,  farewel,  miftrefs,  nothing  elfe. 

Shy,  The  patch  is  kind  enough,  but  a  huge  feeder  : 
Snail-flow  in  profit,  and  he  lleeps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild  cat :  drones  hive  not  with  me, 
Therefore  I  part  with  him,  and  part  with  him 
To  one  that  I  would  have  him   help  to  wafte 
His  borrow' d  purfe.    Well,  Jejfica,  go  in, 
Perhaps  I  will  return  immediately  $ 
Shut  the  doors  after  you  j  faft  bind,  faft  jind, 
A  proverb  never  ftale  in  thrifty  mind.  [Exit* 

Jef,  Farewel ;  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  croft, 
I  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter  loft.  [Exit* 
'SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Gratiano  and  Salanio  in  masquerade. 

Gra.  This  is  the  pent-houfe  under  which  Lorsn&o  de« 
fired  us  to  make  a  /land. 

Sal,  His  hour  is  almoft  paft. 

Gra,  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour, 
For  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

Sal,  O,  ten  times  fafter  VenuC  pidgeons  fly 
To  feal  love's  bonds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited ! 

Gra.  That  ever  holds.    Who  rifeth  from  a  feaft 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  horfe  that  doth  untread  again 
His  tedious  meafures  with  th'  unbated  fire 
That  he  did  pace  them  firft  ?  all  things  that  are, 

Arc 
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Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  than  enjoy'd. 
How  like  a  younker  or  a  prodigal 
The  fcarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpet  wind ! 
How  like  the  prodigal  doth  me  return 
With  over-weather'd  ribs  and  ragged  fails, 
Lean,  rent,  and  beggar'd  by  the  ftrumpet  wind  ! 
Enter  Lorenzo. 

Sql,  Here  comes  Lorenzo :  more  of  this  hereafter. 

Lor.  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long  abode 
Not  I,  but  my  affairs  have  made  you  wait ; 
When  you  mail  pleafe  to  play  the  thieves  for  wives 
I'll  watch  as  long  for  you  then  j  come,  approach  5 
Here  dwells  my  father  Jtnv,    Hoa,  who's  within  ? 
Jefiica  above  in  boys  cloaths, 

Jef,  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  more  certainty, 
Albeit  I'll  fwear  that  I  do  know  your  tongue. 

Lor,  Lorenzo,  and  thy  love. 

Jef,  Lorenzo  certain,  and  my  love  indeed ; 
For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  and  now  who  knows 
But  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lor.  Heav'n  and  thy  thoughts  are  witnefs  that  thou  art 

Jef.  Here,  catch  this  cafket,  it  is  worth  the  pains 
I'm  glad  'tis  night,  you  do  not  look  on  me, 
For  I  am  much  afham'd  of  my  exchange : 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  foilies  that  themfelves  commit  ; 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  blufh 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Lor,  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  torch-bearer. 

Jef,  What,  muft  I  hold  a  candle  to  my  (names  ? 
They  in  themfelves  good-footh  are  too,  too  light. 
Why,  'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  love, 
Arid  I  mould  be  obfeur'd. 

Lor.  So  are  you,  fweet, 
Ev'n  in  the  lovely  garnifh  of  a  boy# 

But  come  at  once  

For  the  clofe  night  doth  play  the  run-away, 
And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  BajJanioys  feaft. 

Jef,  I  will  make  fall  the  doors,  and  gild  my  felf 

With 
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Witn*  fome  more  ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftrait. 
Gra,  Now  by  my  hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew, 
Lor,  Beflirew  me,  but  1  Jove  her  heartily, 
For  fhe  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her  $ 
And  fair  fhe  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true  5 
And  true  fhe  is,  as  fhe  hath  provM  her  felf ; 
And  therefore  like  herfelf,  wife,  fair,  and  true, 
Shall  fhe  be  placed  in  my  conftant  foul. 

Re-enter  Jefiica. 
What,  art  thou  come  ?  on,  gentlemen,  away  5 
Our  mafking  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay. 

[Exit,  -with  Jellies 

—  Enter  Anthonio. 

Anth,  Who's  there  ? 
Gra,  Signior  Anthonio  ! 

Antho,  Fie,  Gratiano,  where  are  all  the  reft  ? 
'Tis  nine  a-clock,  our  friends  all  flay  for  you  j 
I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you . 
No  malk  to-night,  the  wind  is  come  about, 
Bajfanio  prefently  will  go  aboard. 

Gra,  I'm  glad  on't,  I  defire  no  more  delight 
Than  to  be  under  fail,  and  gone  to-night.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  VIII.  Belmont. 
Enter  Portia  with  Morochius  and  both  their  trains. 

For,  Go,  draw  aiide  the  curtains,  and  difcover 
The  fev'ral  cafkets  to  this  noble  Prince. 
Now  make  your  choice.        [Three  cafkets  are  difcover* dm 

Mor.  The  firft  of  gold,  which  this  inscription  bears, 
Who  chufeth  me,  Jhall  gain  *what  mamy  men  defire% 
The  fecond  filver,  which  this  promife  carries, 
Who  chufeth  mey  /hall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt, 
Who  chufeth  me>  mufi  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  (hall  I  know  if  I  do  chufe  the  right  ? 

Por,  The  one  of  them  contains  my  picture,  Prince, 
If  you  chufe  that,  then  I  am  yours  withal. 

Mor,  Some  God  direct  my  judgment !  let  me  fee, 
I  will  furvey  th'  infenptions  back  again  $ 
What  fays  this  leaden  cafket  ? 
Who  (bufetb  toe,  muft  give  and  foxard  all  bi  bath* 
3 
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Muft  give,  for  what  ?  for  lead  ?  hazard  for  lead 
This  cafket  threatens.    Men,  that  hazard  all, 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages  : 
A  golden  mind  (loops  not  to  inows  of  drofs, 
I'll  then  not  give  nor  hazard  ought  for  lead. 
What  fays  the  filver  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 
Who  chujeth  me9  Jhall  get  as  much  as  he  dejerves. 
As  much  as  he  defer  ves  >  paufe  there,  Morochius% 
And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand  j 
If  thou  be'ft  rated  by  thy  eftimation, 
Thou  doft  deferve  enough,  and  yet  enough 
Jvlay  not  extend  fo  ftr  as  to  the  lady  $ 
And  yet  to  be  afraid  of  my  deferving, 
Were  but  a  weak  difabling  of  my  felf. 
As  much  as  I  deferve  ?  — —  why^  that's  the  lady  4 
I  do  in  birth  deferve  her,  and  in  fortunes, 
In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding : 
But  more  than  thefe,  in  love  I  do  deferve. 
What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  chofe  here  ? 
Let's  fee  once  more  this  faying  grav'd  in  gold. 
Who  chujeth  me>  Jhall  gain  what  many  men  dejire. 
Why,  that's  the  lady  5  all  the  world  defires  her  : 
From  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  they  come 
To  kifs  this  fhrine,  this -mortal  breathing  faint# 
*irh'  Hircanian  deferts  and  the  vaftie  wilds 
Of  wide  Arabia  are  as  thorough-fares  now, 
For  Princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia  % 
The  wat'ry  kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  head 
Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 
To  ilop  the  foreign  fpirits,  but  they  come, 
As  o'er  a  brook,  to  fee  fair  Portia* 
One  of  thefe  three  contains  her  hcav'nly  picture, 
Js't  like  that  lead  contains  her  ?  'twere  damnation 
To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought :  it  were  too  grofs 
To  rib  her  fearcloth  in  the  obfcure  grave. 
Or  mall  I  think  in  filver  fhe's  immur'd, 
Being  ten  times  undervalu'd  to  try'd  gold  ? 
O  finful  thought,  never  fo  rich  a  gem 
Was  fet  in  worfe  than  gold !  they  have  in  England 
A  coin  that  bears  the  figure  of  an  angel 
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Stamped  in  gold,  but  that's  infculpt  upon  ; 
But  here  an  angel  in  a  golden  bed 
Lyes  all  within.    Deliver  me  the  key  ; 
Here  do  I  chufe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may  ! 

Por.  There  take  it,  Prince,  and  if  my  form  lye  there, 
Then  I  am  yours.  [Unlocking  the  gold  cajket, 

Mor.  O  hell !  what  have  we  here  ?  a  carrion  death, 
Within  whofe  empty  eye  there  is  a  fcrowl: 
I'll  read  the  writing. 

AH  that  glijiers  is  not  gold, 
Often  have  you  heard  that  told ; 
Many  a  man  his  life  hath  fold, 
But  my  outfide  to  behold. 
Gilded 'wood  may  worms  infold  : 
Had  you  been  as  wife  as  bold, 
y"oung  in  limbs,  in  judgment  old, 
TTour  anfwer  had  not  been  infcroVd, 
Fare  you  well,  your  fuit  is  cold. 
Mor.  Cold  indeed,  and  labour  loft : 
Then  farewel,  heat  5  and  welcome,  froft  : 
Portia,  adieu  !  I  have  too  griev' d  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave :  thus  lofers  part.  [Exit4 

Por.  A  gentle  riddance  :  draw  the  curtains,  go  ; 
Let  all  of  his  complexion  chufe  me  fo  !  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    IX.  renice. 
Enter  Solarino  and  Salanio. 
Sal,  Why,  man,  I  faw  BaJJ'anio  under  fail, 
"With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along, 
And  in  their  fhip  I'm  fure  Lorenzo  is  not. 

Sola.  The  villain  Jew  with  outcries  rais'd  theDukej 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  Bajfanio^  Ihip. 

Sal.  He  came  too  late,  the  fhip  was  under  fail  j 
But  there  the  Duke  was  giv'n  to  underftand 
That  in  a  Gondola  were  feen  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  amorous  JeJJica  : 
JBefides,  Anthonio  certify' d  the  Duke 
They  were  not  with  Raffanio  in  his  Ihip. 

Sola.  I  never  heard  a  pafiion  fo  confus* 
So  ftrange,  outrageous,  and  fo  variable, 
As  the  dog  Jew  did  uttej  in  the  ftreets  j 
V«L.il,  U  My 
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My  daughter,  O  my  ducats,  O  my  daughter ! 
Fled  with  a  chriftian  ?  O  my  chriftian  ducats ! 
Juftice,  the  law,  my  ducats,  and  my  daughter  • 
Afealedbag,  two  feaied  bags  of  ducats, 
Of  double  ducats,  ftol'n  from  me  by  my  daughter ! 
And  jewels,  two  ftones,  rich  and  precious  ftones, 
Stol'n  by  my  daughter  !  juftice  !  find  the  girl  j 
She  hath  the  ftones  upon  her,  and  the  ducats. 

Sal.  Why  all  the  boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 
Crying  his  ftones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

Sola.  Let  good  Anthonio  look  he  keep  his  day, 
Or  he  mail  pay  for  this. 

Sal.  Marry,  well  remembered. 

I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday, 

Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  leas  that    it  > 

The  French  and  Englife,  there  mifcarried 

A  veiTel  of  our  country  richly  fraught  : 

I  thought  upon  Anthonio  when  he  told  me, 

And  wiftVd  in  filence  that  it  were  not  his. 

Sola.  You  were  beft  to  tell  Anthonio  wha*:  you  hear, 

Yet  do  not  fuddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 
Sal.  A  kinder  Gentleman  treads  not  the  earth. 

I  faw  Baffanio  and  Anthonio  part. 

Baffanio  told  him  he  would  make  feme  fpeed 

Of  his  return  :  he  anfwer3d,  do  not  fo, 

Slubber  net  bufinefs  for  my  fake,  Baffanio} 

But  ftay  the  very  riping  of  the  time  5 

And  for  the  ycivs  bond  which  he  hath  of  mcf 

Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  love  : 

Be  merry,  and  employ  your  chiefeft  thoughts 

To  courtfhip,  and  fuch  fair  oftents  of  love 

As  mall  conveniently  become  you  there, 

And  even  there,  his  eye  being  big  with  tears, 

Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him, 

And  with  affection  wond*rons  fenfible 

He  wrung  Baffanio* s  hand,  and  fothey  parted. 
Sola  I  think  he  only  loves  the  world  for  him* 

1  pray  thee,  let  us  go  and  find  him  out, 

And  quicken  his  embraced  heavijiefs 

Wiph  fome  delight  or  other, 

Sal. 
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S*/.Dowcfo.  '  lExeunt. 

SCENE  X.  Belmont. 
Enter  Neriffa  with  a  Servant. 

Ner.  Quicks  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  curtain  flrait 
The  Prince  oiAragon  hath  ta'en  his  oath,  ' 
And  comes  to  his  election  prefentiy. 

Enter  Arragon,  his  train,  Pcrua.    Flor.  Cornets.  "The 
Cajkeis  are  dij covered. 

Tor.  Behold  there  itands  the  cafkets,  noble  Prince  ; 
If  you  chufe  that  wherein  I  am  contained,  ' 
Strait  fliall  our  nuptial  rites  be  folemniz'd  : 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  fpeech,  mvlord 
You  muft  be  gone  -from  hence  immediately. 

Ar.  1  am  enjoinM  by  o?.th  t'obferve  three  things  * 
Firft,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 
Which  calket 'twas  I  chofe  j  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  cafket,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage  : 
Laft,  if  I  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choice, 
Immediately  to  leave  you  and  be  gone. 

For.  To  £hefe  injunctions  every  one  doth  fwear 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worthlefs  feif. 

Ar.  And  fo  have  I  addreft  me  i  fortune  now 
'To  my  heart's  hope  !  gold;  hive.-,  and  bafe  lead. 
Who  chufeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
You  fhail  look  fairer  ere  I  give  or  hazard. 
What  fays  the  golden  chef.  ?  ha,  let  me  fee  ; 
Who  chufeth  me,  Jh.il gain  what  many  men  dcfirei 

What  many  men  deiire  that  may  be  meant 

Of  the  full  multitude  that  chufe  by  fhow, 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach  ; 
Which  pryes  not  to  th'  interior  :  like  the  martlet 
Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 
Ev'n  in  the  force  and  road  of  cafualty. 
I  will  not  chufe  what  many  men  defire, 
Becaufe  I  will  not  jump  with  common  fpirits, 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbVous  multitudes, 
Why  then  to  thee,  thou  filver  treafure-houfe  : 
Tell  me  once  more,  what  title  thou  doit  bear  : 
Who  chufeth  me,  pall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves  j 

U  ft  And 
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And  well  faid  too,  for  who  /hall  go  about 

To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 

"Without  the  ftamp  of  merit  ?  let  none  prefume 

To  wear  an  undeferved  dignity  : 

O  that  eftates,  degrees  and  offices, 

Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly,  that  clear  honour 

Were  purchased  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  ! 

How  many  then  mould  cover,  that  ftand  bare  ? 

How  many  be  commanded,  that  command  ? 

How  much  low  peafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 

From  the  true  feed  of  honour  ?  how  much  honour 

Pickt  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times, 

To  be  new  varninYd  ?  well,  but  to  my  choice  : 

JVho  chufetb  me,  Jhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves  : 

A  key  for  this  3  I  will  affume  defert, 

And  inftantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

Por,  Too  long  a  paufe  for  that  which  ybu  find  there, 

[Unlocking  the ftlver  cajket, 

Ar.  What's  here  !  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot, 

Prefenting  me  a  fchedule  ?  I  will  read  it : 

How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  ? 

How  much  unlike  my  hopes  and  my  defervings  ? 

JVho  chufeth  me,  /hall  have  as  much  as  be  deferves* 

Did  I  deferve  no  more  than  a  fool's  head  ? 

Is  that  my  prize  ?  are  my  deferts  no  better  ? 

Por.  To  offend  and  judge  are  diftmit  offices, 

And  of  oppofed  natures. 

Ar.  What  is  here  ? 

The  fire  fev'n  times  tried  this, 

Sev'n  times  tried  that  judgment  is 

That  did  never  cbufe  amifs. 

Some  there  be  that  Jhadows  kifs, 

Such  have  but  a  Jhadow's  blifs  1 

There  befools  alive,  I  wis, 

Silver' d  o'er,  and  Jo  ivasthis  : 

Take  what  wife  you  will  to  bed9 

J  will  ever  be  your  bead; 

So  begone,  Sir,  you  are  fped, 

Ar*  Still  more  fool  I  fhall  appear 

By  the  time  I  linger  here  : 
'  *">  Wit] 
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With  one  fool's  head  I  came  to  woo, 
But  I  go  away  with  two. 
Sweet,  adieu  !  I'll  keep  my  oath, 

Patiently  to  bear  my  wroth.  [Exit. 

Por.  Thus  hath  the  candle  fingM  the  moth : 
O  thefe  deliberate  fools !  when  they  do  chufe, 
They  have  the  wifdom  by  their  wit  to  lofe. 

Ner.  The  ancient  faying  is  no  herefy, 
Hanging  and  wiving  go  by  deftiny. 

Por.  Come,  draw  the  curtain,  Nerijfa. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

Por.  Here,  what  would  my  lord  ? 

Serv.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 
A  young  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 
To  fignify  th'  approaching  of  his  lord, 
From  whom  he  bringeth  fennble  regreets  ; 
To  wit,  befidcs  commends  and  courteous  breath, 
Gifts  of  rich  value  ;  yet  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  an  ambafiador  of  love. 
A  day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet, 
To  mow  how  coftly  fummer  was  at  hand, 
As  this  fcre-fpurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

Por.  No  more,  I  pr.?y  thee  $  I  am  half  afraid 
Thou'lt  fay  anon,  he  is  fome  kin  to  thee, 
Thou  fpencTft  fuch  high -day  wit  in  praifmg  him  : 
Come,  come,  NeriJJ'a,  for  1  long  to  fee 
Quick  Cupid's  pott,  that  comes  fo  mannerly, 

*iW.  BaJJanio,  lord  Love !  if  thy  will  it  be  !  [Exeunt. 

ACT    III.      SCENE  T. 
"Venice.    -E^er  Salanio  and  Solarino. 
Sola,  TWT  O  W,  what  news  on  the  Ryalto  t 

XN  Sal.  Why,  yet  it  lives  there  uncheckt,  that 
Antbonio  hath  a  fhip  of  rich  lading  wreck' d  on  the  nar- 
row feas  5  the  Good-zvins,  I  think,  they  call  the  place  ;  a 
very  dangerous  flat  and  fatal,  where  the  carcaffes  of  many  a 
tall  fliip  lie  bury'd,  as  they  fay,  if  my  go%  Report  be  an 
honeft  w emau  of  her  word. 

U  3  Soia, 
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<SV<*.  I  would  fhe  were  as  lying  a  goflip  in  that,  as  ever 
knapt  ginger,  or  made  her  neighbours  believe  fhe  wept  for 
the  death  of  a  third  huflband.  But  it  is  true  without  any 
flips  of  prolixity,  or  croffing  the  plain  high  way  of  talk, 
that  the  good  Anthonio,  the  honeft  Anthonio—Q  that  I 
had  a  title  good  enough  to  keep  his  name  company ! 

Sal.  Come,  the  full  flop. 

Sola.  Ha,  whatfay'ft  thou  ?  why,  the  end  is,  he  hath 
loft  a  fhip. 

Sal.  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his  lofles. 

Sola,  Let  me  fay  Amen  betimes,  left  the  devil  crofs  my 
prayer  j  for  here  he  comes  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Jew,  How 
now,  Shylock,  what  news  among  the  merchants  ? 

Enter  Shylock. 

Sby.  You  knew  (none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you)  of 
my  daughter's  flight. 

Sal.  That's  certain  5  I  for  my  part  knew  the  taylor  that 
made  the  wings  fhe  flew  withal. 

Sola*  And  Shylock  for  his  own  part  knew  the  bird  was 
fledg'd,  and  then  it  is  the  complexion  of  them  all  to  leave 
the  dam. 

Sby.  She  is  damn'd  for  it.  ' 

Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her  judge* 

Shy.  My  own  flefh  and  blood  to  rebel ! 

Sola.  Out  upon  it,  old  carrion,  rebels  it  at  thefe  year6  ? 

Shy.  I  fay,  my  daughter  is  my  flefh  and  blood. 

Sal.  There  is  more  difference  between  thy  flefh  and  hers, 
than  between  jet  and  ivory  ;  more  between  your  bloods, 
than  there  is  between  red  wine  and  rhenifh  :  but  tell  us,  do 
you  hear  whether  Anthonio  have  had  any  lofs  at  fea  or  no  ? 

Shy.  There  I  have  another  bad  match  ;  a  bankrupt,  a 
prodigal,  who  dares  fcarce  fhew  his  head  on  the  Ryalto,  a 
beggar  that  us'd  to  come  fo  fmug  upon  the  mart !  let  him 
look  to  his  bond  5  he  was  wont  to  call  me  ufurer  j  let  him 
Jook  to  his  bond  ;  he  was  wont  ro  lend  mony  for  a  chriftian 
courtefie  ;  let  him  look  to  his  bond. 

Sal.  Why,  I  am  fure,  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not  take 
his  flefh  :  what's  that  good  for  ? 

Shy.  To  bait  fifh  withal.    If  it  will  feed  nothing  elfe, 
it  will  feed  my  revenge  3  he  hath  difgrac'd  me,  and 
'  hinder'  i 
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hinder1  d  me  half  a  million,  laught  at  myloffes,  mcekt  at 
my  gains,  fcornM  my  nation,  thwarted  my  bargains,  cooFd 
my  friends,  heated  mine  enemies  ;  and  what's  his  reafon  ? 
I  am  a  Jew,  Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes  ?  hath  not  a  Jew 
hands,  organs,  dimenfions,  fenfes,  affections,  pafiions  ? 
fed  with  the  fame  food,  hurt  with  the  fame  weapons,  fub- 
jetr.  to  the  fame  difeafes,  heal'd  by  the  fame  means,  warm'd 
and  cooPd  by  the  fame  funimer  and  winter  as  a  chriftian 
is  ?  if  you  prick  us,  do  we  not  bleed?  if  you  tickleus,  do 
we  not  laugh  ?  if  you  poifcn  us,  do  we  not  die  ?  and  if 
you  wrong  us,  mail  we  not  revenge  ?  if  we  are  lifye  you 
i»  the  reft,  we  will  refemble  you  in  that.  If  a  Jew 
wrong  a  chriftian,  what  is  his  humility  ?  Revenge.  If  a 
chriftian  wrong  a  Jew,  what  mould  his  fufferance  be  by 
cjiriftian  example  ?  why,  Revenge.  The  villany  you 
teach  me  I  will  execute,  and  it  lhall  go  hard  but  I  will 
better  the  inft  ruction  , 
Enter  a  Servant  frem  Anthonio. 

Ser.  Gentlemen,  my  mafterA^w/fl  is  at  his  houfe,  and 
4efires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 

Sal,  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feekhim. 
Enter  Tubal. 

Sola.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe  ;  a  third  cannot 
t>e  match'd,  unlefs  the  devil  himfelf  turn  JeiO. 

[Exeunt  Sala.  and  Solar. 

Sby,  How  now,  Tubal,  what  news  from  Genoua  t  hail 
thou  found  my  daughter  ? 

Tuh,  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but  canilot 
find  her. 

Shy,  Why  there,  there,  there,  there  !  a  diamond  gone 
coft  me  two  thoufand  ducats  in  Frankfort  t  the  curie  never 
fell  upon  our  nation  till  now,  I  never  felt  it  till  now  $  two 
thoufand  ducats  in  thiit,  and  other  precious,  precious 
jewels  !  I  would  my  daughter  were  dead  at  my  foot,  and 
the  jewels  in  her  ear  ;  O,  would  me  were  heiVd  at  my 
foot,  and  the  ducats  in  her  coffin.  No  news  of  them  ; 
•why,  fo  !  and  I  know  not  what  fpent  in  the  fearch  !  why 
then  lofs  upon  lofs  ;  the  thief  gone  with  fo  much,  and  fo 
much  to  find  the  thief ;  and  no  finisf  action,  no  revenge, 

nor 
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nor  no  ill  luck  ftirring,  but  what  lights  o'my  moulders,  no 
fighs  b  ut  o'my  breathing,  no  tears  but  o'my  medding. 

Tuh  .  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too  j  Anthonio,  as 
I  hear  d  in  Genoua  • 

Shy  >.  What,  what,  ill  luck,  ill  luck  ? 

Tut  >.  Hath  an  Argofie  caft  away,  coming  from  Tripoli's* 

Shy  .  I  thank  God,  thank  God  j  is  it  true  ?  is  it  true  ? 

Tiub.l  fpoke  with  feme  of  the  failors  that  efcap'd  the 
wreel :. 

Sh)  1  thank  thee,  good  Tubal  j  good  news,  good  news  j 
ha,  h  a,  where  ?  in  Genoua  f 

Tit  3.  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Gcv.oua,  as  I  heard,  one 
nigh* :  fourfcore  ducats. 

Si  y.  Thou  ftick*ft  a  dagger  in  me  5  I  mall  never  fee  my 
gold  again  $  fourfcore  ducats  at  a  fitting,  fourfcore  ducats  ! 

ub.  There  came  divers  of  Anthonio\  creditors  in  my 
coir  ipany  to  Venice,  that  fwear  he  cannot  chufe  but  break. 

5  Ihy,  I  am  glad  of  it,  I'll  plague  him,  I'll  torture  him  5 
lam  glad  of  it. 

*  Tub,  One  of  them  mew'd  me  a  ring  that  he  had  of  your 
<dc  ughter  for  a  monky. 

Shy.  Out  upon  her,  thou  tormentcft  me,  Tubal}  it  was 
JT  y  Turquoife,  I  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  batchelor$  1 
?  /ould  not  have  given  it  for  a  wildernefs  of  monkies. 
Tub.  But  Anthonio  is  certainly  undone. 
Shy.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true}  go,  fee  me  an 
officer,  befpeak  him  a  fortnight  before.    I  will  have  the 
heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit  5  for  were  he  out  of  Venice,  I 
can  make  what  merchandize  I  will :  go,  go,  Tubal,  and 
meet  me  at  our  fynagogue  $  go,  good  Tubal  3  at  our  fyna- 
gogue,  Tubal.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    II.  Belmont. 
Enter  BafTanio,  Portia,  Gratiano,  and  attendants, 
The  cajkets  are  jet  out. 
Tor.  I  pray  you,  tarry,  paufe  a  day  or  two 
Before  you  hazard  5  for  in  chufing  wrong 
I  lofe  your  company  ;  forbear  a  while. 
There's  fomething  tells  me,  but  it  is  not  love, 
I  would  not  lofe  you  •  and,  you  know  your  felf> 
Hate,  counfels  not  in  fucli  a  c-uaiity. 


The  Merchant  of  Venice. 

But  left  you  fhould  not  underftand  me  well, 

And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thought, 

I  would  detain  you  here  fome  month  or  two, 

JSefore  you  venture  for  me.    I  could  teach  you 

How  tochufe  right,  but  I  am  then  forfworn  j 

So  will  I  never  be  5  fo  may  you  mifs  me, 

But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wifh  a  fin, 

That  I  had  been  forfworn.    Befhrew  your  eyes, 

They  have  o'erlook'd  me,  and  divided  me  ; 

One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half 

Mine  own,  I  would  fay  :  but  if  mine,  then  yours  5 

And  fo  all  yours.    Alas  !  thefe  naughty  times 

Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights  ; 

And  fo  tho'  yours,  not  yours  j  but  prove  it  fo, 

JLet  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it,  not  me. 

I  fpeak  too  long,  but  'tis  to  peece  the  time, 

To  eche  it,  and  to  draw  it  out  in  length, 

To  ftay  you  from  election, 

Baff.  Let  me  chufe  : 
Por  a«  lam,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

Por.  Upon  the  rack,  Bajffanio  ?  then  confefs 
What  treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  love  ? 

Baff]  None  but  that  ugly  treafon  of  miftruft, 
Which  makes  me  fear  th'  enjoying  of  my  love  : 
There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life 
'Tween  fiiow  and  fire,  as  treafon  and  my  love. 
Por.  Ay,  but  I  fear  you  fpeak  upon  the  rack, 

Where  men  enforced  do  fpeak  any  thing* 

Baff.  Promife  me  life,  and  I'll  confefs  thetrutk. 
Por.  Well  then,  confefs  and  live. 
Baff'.  Confefs  and  love 

Had  been  the  very  fum  of  my  confeflion. 

O  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 

Doth  teach  me  anfwers  for  deliverance  ! 

But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  cafkets. 

Por.  Away  then.    I  am  lockt  in  one  of  them, 

If  you  do  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out. 

&eriffay  and  the  reft,  ft  and  all  aloof, 

Let  mufick  found  while  he  doth  make  his  choice  ; 

Then  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  fwan-like  end, 
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Fading  in  mufick.    That  the  companion 

May  ftand  more  juft,  my  eye  mall  be  the  ftream 

And  wat'ry  dea-th-bed  for  him  :  he  may  win, 

And  what  is  mufick  then  ?  then  mufick  is 

Even  as  the  flou  ri/h,  when  true  fubjecls  bow 

To  a  new  crow  1  ied  monarch  :  fuch  it  is, 

As  are  thofe  dul  cet  founds  in  break  of  day, 

That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  ear, 

And  fummon  hi  m  to  rrarria^e.    Now  he  goes 

With  no  lefs  pre  fence,  but  with  much  more  love, 

Than  young  Ah  ides,  when  he  did  redeem 

The  virgin-tribu  te  paid  by  howling  irep 

To  the  fea-moirder  :  I  ftand  for  facri^ce  5 

The  reft  aloof  at  e  the  Dardanian  wives, 

With  bleared  vjf  ages  come  forth  to  vi^.w 

The  ifTue  of  th*  exploit.    Go,  Hercules* 

Live  thou,  I  liv  e  3  with  much,  much  more  difrnay 

I  view  the  fight. ,  than  thon  that  mak'ft  the  fray, 

[Mufick  withtiu 
A  Song  <wbiljl  BafTanio  comments  on  the  cafiids  to  bitnfejf* 

Tell  rn  e  where  is  fancy  bred, 

Or  it  1  the  hearty  cr  in  the  h:ad £ 

Hoy  j  begot,  ho'iv  naurijhtd  f 

[Reply, 

It  i  s  engendered  in  the  eyes, 
Wi  th  gating  fed,  and  fancy  di 
In  the  cradle  where  it  lyes  : 
1a  :t  ns  all  ring  fancy's  kr*:i  \ 
V  11  begin  it. 
£  >ing,  dongy  be^L 

All.  Ding,  dong,  be#. 

Bajf.  S<  )  may  the  outward  mows  be  leaft  thexnfelves  3 
The  work  1  is  ftill  deceived  with  Ornament. 
In  law  w.  nat  plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt, 
But  beinf  •  feafon'd  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Obfcures  the  mow  of  evil  ?  in  religion 
What  &-  ;rnned  error,  but  fome  fober  brow 
Will  bk  fs  it,  and  approve  it  with- a  text, 
Hiding  t  he  grofihefs  with  fair  ornament  ? 

That 
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There  is  no  vice  fo  fimple,  but  affumes 

Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  part  s. 

How  many  cowards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falfe 

As  ftairs  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 

The  beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Mars  ; 

Who,  inwa,rd  fearcht,  have  livers  white  as  milk  f 

And  thefeaftumebut  *  valour's  excrement, 

To  render  them  redoubted.    Look  on  beauty, 

And  you  {hall  fee  "'tis  pure  has"  d  by  the  weight, 

Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature, 

Making  them  lighted  that  wear  moft  of  it : 

So  are  thofe  crifped  fnaky  golden  locks, 

Which  make  fuch  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind 

Upon  fuppofed  fairnefs,  often  known 

To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  head, 

The  fkull,  that  bred  them,  in  the  fepulcher. 

Thus  Ornament  is  but  the  gilded  Ihore 

To  a  moft  dang' reus  lea  5  the  beauteous  fcarf 

Veiling  an  Indian  f  dowdy  5  in  a  word, 

The  feeming  truth  wh:ch  cunning  times  put  oft 

T*  entrap  the  wiled.    Then,  thou  gaudy  gold, 

Hard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee  : 

Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 

*Tween  man  and  man  :  but  thou,  thou  meagre  lead*, 

Which  rather  threatneft  than  doft  promife  ought  j 

Thy  plarnnefs  moves  me  more  than  eloquence, 

And  here  chufe  I,  joy  be  the  confequence  ! 

Par.  How  all  the  other  paffions  fleet  to  air, 
As  doubtful  thoughts,  and  ralh  embrae'd  defpair, 
And  fhudd'ring  fear,  and  green-ey'd  jealoufie. 
Be  moderate,  love  1  allay  thy  ecftafie  5 
In  meafure  rain  thy  joy,  fcant  this  excefs, 
I  feel  top  much  thy  blefling  ;  make  it  lefs, 
For  fear  I  forfeit.  [Opening  the  leaded  cajket. 

Bajf\  What  do  I  find  here  ? 
Fair  Portia's  counterfeit  ?  what  Demy-god 
Hath  come  fo  near  creation  ?  move  thefe  eyes  ? 
Or  whether  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine 

Seem 

•  That  is,  ahem  A, 

ir  The  word^w,-/;  is  ufed  again  in  R*m.  and  fnU 
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Seem  they  in  motion  ?  here  are  fever'd  lips 
Parted  with  fugar'd  breath  j  fo  fweet  a  bar 
Should  funder  fuch  fweet  friends :  here  in  her  hai* 
The  painter  plays  the  fpider,  and  hath  woven 
A  golden  mem  t'intrap  the  hearts  of  men 
Fader  than  gnats  in  cobwebs  :  but  her  eyes, 
How  could  he  fee  to  do  them  ?  having  made  one, 
Methinks  it  mould  have  power  to  fteal  both  his, 
And  leave  it  felf  *  unfurninVd  :  yet  how  far 
The  fubftance  of  my  praife  doth  wrong  this  madow 
In  underprifing  it,  fo  far  this  fhadow 
Doth  limp  behind  the  fubftance.    Here's  the  fcrow!^ 
The  continent  and  fummary  of  my  fortune. 

You  that  chufe  not  by  the  view,  » 
Chance  as  fair,  and  chufe  as  true  / 
Since  this  fortune  falls  to  you, 
Be  content,  and  feek  no  new. 
Jf  you  be  well pleased  with  this, 
And  hold  your  fortune  for  your  blifs, 
'Turn  you  where  your  lady  is, 
And  claim  her  ivith  a  loving  kifs* 

A  gentle  fcrowl ;  fair  lady,  by  your  leave,  V&Jf™g 

I  come  by  note  to  give,  and  to  receive. 

Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize, 

That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes  | 

Hearing  applaufe  and  univerfal  Ihout, 

Giddy  in  fpirit,  gazing  ftill  in  doubt, 

"Whether  thofe  peals  of  praife  be  his  or  no  ; 

So  (thrice  fair  lady)  ftand  I,  even  fo, 

As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true, 

Until  confirm'd,  fign'd,  ratify'd  by  you. 

Par,  You  fee,  my  lord  Baffanio,  where  I  ftand^ 
Such  as  I  am  ;  tho7  for  myfelf  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  wifli, 
To  wim  my  felf  much  better  ;  yet  for  you, 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  times  my  felf, 
A  thoufand  times  more  fair,  ten  thoufand  time* 
More  rich,  that,  to  ftand  high  in  your  account, 

•  I'hAtit,  D0tfurrifliM  witha,n9th6Jt  eye« 
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I  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends, 

Exceed  account :  but  the  full  Aim  of  me 

Is  fum  of  nothing,  which,  to  term  in  grofs, 

Is  an  unleflbriM  girl,  unfchool'd,  tfnpra&is'd  : 

Happy  in  this,  me  is  not  yet  fo  old 

But  me  may  learn  5  more  happy  then  in  this, 

She  is  not  bred  fo  dull  but  me  can  learn  j 

Happieft  of  all  is,  that  her  gentle  fpirit 

Commits  it  felf  to  yours  to  be  directed, 

As  from  her  lord,  her  governour,  her  King  i 

My  felf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours 

Is  now  converted*    I  but  now  was  Lady 

Of  this  fair  manfion,  miftrefs  of  my  fervants, 

Queen  o'er  my  felf  5  and  even  now,  but  now,  . 

This  houfe,  thefe  fervants,  and  this  fame  my  felf 

Are  yours,  my  lord  :  I  give  them  with  this  ring, 

Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe  or  give  away, 

Let  it  prefage  the  ruin  of  your  love, 

And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Bajf.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  words, 
Only  my  blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  veins  j 
And  there  is  fuch  confulion  in  my  pow'rs, 
As,  after  fome  oration  fairly  fpoke 
By  a  beloved  Prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  multitude, 
Where  every  fomething,  being  blent  together, 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  joy 
Expreft,  and  not  expreft.    But  when  thi9  ring 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence 
O,  then  be  bold  to  fay,  Bajfunio's  dead. 

Ner%  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time, 
That  have  flood  by,  and  feen  our  wiflies  profper> 
To  cry  good  joy  j  good  joy,  my  lord  and  lady  I 

Gra.  My  lord  BaJJ'anio,  and  my  gentle  lady, 
I  wifti  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wifli ; 
For  I  am  fure  you  can  wifli  none  from  *me: 
And  when  your  honours  mean  ta  folemnize 
The  bargain  of  your  faith,  I  do  befeech  yoil 
Jiv'n  at  that  time  I  may  be  marry'd  too. 
*  TbAt  ift  d;(Unft  from  me  and  my 
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Baff.  With  all  my  heart,  fo  thou  can'ft  get  a  wife. 

Graf  I  thank  your  lordfhip,  you  have  got  me  one* 
My  eyes,  my  lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours  : 
You  faw  the  mifhefs,  I  beheld  the  maid  j 
You  lov'd  ;  I  lov'd  ;  for  intermiflion 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  lord,  than  you. 
Your  fortune  flood  upon  the  cafket  there, 
And  fo  did  mine  too  as  the  matter  falls  ; 
3For  wooing  here  until  I  fweat  again, 
And  fwearing  till  my  very  roof  was  dry 
"With  oaths  of  love  $  at  laft,  if  promife  laid, 
J  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here 
To  have  her  love,  provided  that  your  fortune 
Atchiev'd  her  miftref;. 

Per,  Is  this  true,  Neriffa  f 

iW.  Madam,  it  is,  fo  you  iland  pleas'd  withal* 

Bafj\  And  do  you,  Gratiano,  mean  good  faith  ? 

Gra.  Yes,  faith,  my  lord. 

Baff.  Our  feaftihall  be  much  honour'd  in  your  marriage. 

Gra.  We'll  play  with  them,  thefirft  boy  for  a  thoufand 

JSfer.  What,  and  ftake  down  ?  [ducats. 

Gra.  No,wc  fhall  ne'er  win  at  that  fport,  and  ftake  down, 
33ut  who  comes  here  ?  Lorenzo  and  his  infidel  ? 
"What,  and  my  o\&  Venetian  friend,  Salanio  f 
SCENE    III.    Enter  Lorenzo,  JefTica,  and  Salanio. 

Baff.  Lorenzo  and  Salanio,  welcome  hither, 
If  that  the  you  th  of  my  new  intereft  here 
Have  pow'r  to  bid  you  welcome.    By  your  leave, 
I  bid  my  very  friends  and  country-men 
{Sweet  Portia)  welcome. 

Por.  So  do  I,  my  lord  ;  they  are  entirely  welcome. 

Lor.  I  thank  your  honour :  for  my  part,  my  lord, 
My  purpefe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here, 
But  meeting  with  Salanio  by  the  way, 
He  did  intreat  me,  paft  all  faying  nay, 
To  come  with  him  along. 

Sal,  I  did,  my  lord, 
And  I  have  reafon  for't ;  Signior  Anihonio 
Commends  him  to  you.  \Gi*vet  bitn  a  ktfff$ 

Baff.  Jbre,  I  ope  this  letter, 
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I  pray  you,  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sa(.  Not  ftck,  my  lord,  unlefs  it  be  in  mind  2 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  mind  :  his  letter  there 
Will  fhew  you  his  cfrate. 

Baffanio  opens  the  letter. 
Gra.  Nerijfa,  cheer  yond  Granger.    Bid  her  welcome. 
Your  hand,  Salanio  ;  what's  the  news  from  Venice? 
How  doth  that  royal  merchant,  good  Anthoniof 
J  know  he  will  he  glad  of  our  iuccefs  : 
We  are  the  Jafons,  we  have  won  the  fleece. 

Sal.  Would  you  had  won  the  fleece  that  he  hath  loft! 
Por.  There  -are  fome  mrewd  contents  in  yond  fame  paper j 
That  fteal  the  colour  from  Bajjanio\  cheek  : 
Some  dear  friend  dead  ;  elfe  nothing  in  the  world 
Could  turn  Co  much  the  conftitution 
Of  any  conftant  man.    What,  worfe  and  worfe  I 
With  leave,  Baffanio,  I  am  half  your  felf, 
And  I  muft  have  the  half  of  any  thing 
That  this  fame  paper  brings  you* 

Bajf.  O  fweet  Portia  ! 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'ft  words  - 
That  ever  blotted  paper.    Gentle  lady, 
When  I  did  riril  impart  my  love  to  you, 
I  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman  ; 
And  then  I  told  you  true  j  and  yet,  dear  lady, 
Rating  my  felf  at  nothing  you  mall  fee 
How  much  I  was  a  braggart :  when  I  told  you 
My  ftaie  was  nothing,  I  mould  then  have  told  yotlj 
That  I  was  worfe  than  nothing.    For  indeed 
I  have  engag'd  my  felf  to  a  dear  friend  j 
Engag'd  my  friend  to  his  meer  enemy, 
To  feed  my  means.    Here  is  a  letter,  lady, 
The  pa^cr  is  the  body  of  my  friend, 
And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound, 
Ifiuing  life-blood.    But  is  it  true,  Salanio  f 
Have  all  his  ventures  fail'd  ?  what,  not  one  hit 
From  Tripolis,  from  Mexico,  from  England, : 
From  Lijbon,  Barbary,  and  India  ? 
And  not  one  veflel  'fcap'd  the  dreadful  touch 
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Of  merchant-marring  rocks  ? 

Sal.  Not  one,  my  lord. 
Befides,  it  mould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  mony  to  difcharge  the  jew, 
He  would  not  take  it.    Never  did  I  know 
A  creature  that  did  bear  the  fhape  of  man, 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man. 
He  plies  the  Duke  at  morning  and  at  night, 
And  doth  impeach  the  freedom  of  the  ftate, 
If  they  deny  him  juftice.    Twenty  merchants, 
The  Duke  himfelf,  and  the  Magnificoes 
Of  greateft  port  have  all  perfuaded  with  him, 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  forfeiture,  of  juftice,  and  his  bond. 

Jef.  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him  fwear, 
To  Tubal  and  to  Chus  his  country-men, 
That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonys  flefh 
Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fum 
That  he  did  owe  him  5  and  I  know,  my  lord, 
If  law,  authority,  and  pow'r  deny  not, 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthonio. 

Por,  Is  it  your  dear  friend  that  is  thus  in  trouble  ? 

Baff.  The  deareft  friend  to  me,  the  kinder!  man, 
The  beft  conditioned  and  unwearyM  fpirit 
In  doing  courterles  5  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  honour  more  appears 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy, 

Por.  What  fum  owes  he  the  Jeiv  ? 

Bajf,  For  me  three  thou  fand  ducats, 

Por*  What,  no  more  ? 
Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  bond  ; 
Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that, 
Before  a  friend  of  this  defcription 
Shall  lofe  a  hair  through  my  BaJJatiic's  fault. 
Firft  go  with  me  to  church,  and  call  me  wife, 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend  : 
For  never  fhall  you  lie  by  Portia'1 's  fide 
With  an  unquiet  foul.    You  fhall  have  gold 
*To  pay  th^  petty  debt  twenty  times  over, 
^yhen  it  is  raid,  bring  your  true  friend  along. 
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My  maid  Neriffa  and  my  felf  mean  time 

"Will  live  as  maids  and  widows :  come  away, 

For  you  mail  hence  upon  your  Wedding-day.* 

But  let  me  hear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Bafj\  reads.  Svjeet  Bafifanio,  rry Jhips  have  all  mi f tarry*  ct% 
my  creditors  grow  cruel,  my  eftate  is  very  low,  my  bond  fr* 
the  Jew  is  forfeit  5  and  fine  e  in  paying  it  it  is  impejjible  1 
fhould  live,  all  debts  are  cleared  between  you  and  me,  if  t 
might  but  fee  you  at  my  death  5  notwithjlanding  ufe  your 
pleafure  :  if  your  love  do  not  perfuade  you  to  come,  let  notmjf 
letter. 

Por.  O  lovev!  difpatch  all  bufinefs.  and  be  gone. 

Bajf.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away, 
1  will  make  hafte  5  but  'till  I  come  again, 
No  bed  mall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  flay, 

Nor  reft  be  interpofer  'twixt  us  twain.  \Exeunt* 

SCENE    IV.     ^  Venice. 
Enter  Shylock,  Solarino,  Anthonio,  and  the  Goaler* 

Shy.  Goaler,  look  to  him  :  tell  not  me  of  mercy  . 
This  is  the  fool  that  lent  out  mony  gratis* 
Goaler,  look  to  him. 

Anth.  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shy  lock* 

Shy.  Til  have  my 'bond ;  fpeak  not  againft  my  bond  S 
I*ve  lworn  an  oath  that  I  will  have  my  bond. 
Thou  caU'dft  me  dog  before  thou  hadft  a  caufe  } 
But  fince  1  am  a  dog,  beware  my  fangs  : 
The  Duke  mall  grant  me  juftice.    I  do  wonder, 
Thou  naughty  goaler,  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requeft. 

Anth.  I  pray  thee,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Shy.  I'll  have  my  bond  :  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak  1 
I'll  have  my  bond  ;  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more  5 
I'll  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dull-ey'd  fool, 
To  make  the  head,  relent,  and  figh  and  yield 
To  chriftian  interceffors.    Follow  not  5 
I'll  have  no  fpeaking  ;  I  will  have  my  bond.  [Exit  Shylock* 

Sola.  It  is  the  moft  impenetrable  cur 

*  — —  your  wedding  day. 

Bid  yo>r  friends  welcome,  (hew  a  merry  cheer; 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  1  will  love  you  deajfj  / 
Hut  let  im  hear,  &(, 
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That  ever  kept  with  men. 

Anth.  Let  him  alone, 
I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  pray'rs  : 
He  feeks  my  life  5  his  reafon  well  I  know  j 
I  oft  deliver'd  from  his  forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  me  j 
Therefore  he  hates  me. 

So/a.  I  am  fure  the  Duke 
Will  never  grant  this  forfeiture  to  hold. 

Antbt  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  courfe  of  law  j 
For  the  commodity  that  Grangers  have  ' 
With  us  in  Venice,  if  it  be  deny'd, 
Will  much  impeach  the  juftice  of  the  flare. 
Since  that  the  traie  and  profit  of  the  city 
Confifteth  of  all  nations.    Therefore  go, 
Thefe  griefs  and  lofTes  have  fo  'bated  me, 
That  I  fhail  hardly  fpare  a  pound  of  flefh 
To-morrow  to  my  bloody  creditor. 
Well,  goaler,  on  5  pray  God,  Bjff'anio  come 
To  fee  ,me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  I  care  not !  TExeuntt 

SCENE    V.  Belmont* 
Enter  Portia,  Nerififa,  Lorenzo,  JefTica,  and  Balthazar. 

Lor.  Madam,  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  prefence, 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 
Of  God-like  amity,  which  appears  flrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  lord. 
But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fhew  this  honour 
How  true  a  gentleman  you  fend  relief  to, 
How  dear  a  lover  of  my  lord  your  hufband, 
J  know  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work, 
Than  cuftomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 

Por.  I  never  did  repent  of  doing  good, 
And  mail  not  now  ;  for  in  companions 
That  do  converfe  and  wafte  the  time  together* 
Whofe  fouls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love,  « 
There  muft  be  needs  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  fpirit  j 
WKch  makes  me  think  that  this  Anthonio, 
Being  the  bofom -lover  of  my  lord, 
aw  meis  be  like  my  lord,    If  it  be  fo, 
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How  little  is  the  coft  I  have  beftowed 

In  purchafing  the  femblance  of  my  foul 

From  out  the  ftate  of  hellim  cruelty  ! 

This  comes  too  near  the  praifing  of  my  felf  ; 

Therefore  no  more  of  it :  hear  other  things  $ 

Lorenzo,  I  commit  into  your  hands 

The  hufbandry  and  manage  of  my  houfe, 

Until  my  lord's  return.    For  mine  own  part, 

I  have  tow'rd  heaven  breath'd  a  fecret  vow, 

To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation, 

Only  attended  by  Neriffa  here, 

Until  her  hufband  and  my  lord's  return. 

There  is  a  monaftery  two  miles  off, 

And  there  we  will  abide.    I  do  defire  yo« 

Not  to  deny  this  impoiition, 

The  which  my  love  and  fome  neceflity 

Now  lay  upon  you. 

Lor.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart  5 
I  mall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 

Por,  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind,  1 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  JeJJica 
In  place  of  lord  Baffanio  and  my  felf. 
So  fare  you  well  'till  we  mall  meet  again. 

Lot .  Fair  thoughts  and  happy  hours  attend  on  you  ! 

Jef%  I  wifh  your  ladyfhip  all  heart's  content. 

Pur,  I  thank  you  for  your  wifh,  and  am  well  pleas'd 
To  wifh  it  back  on  you  ;  fare  you  well,  Jtjfica. 

[Exe.  Jef.  &  Lor. 

Now,  Balthazar, 

As  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeft,  true, 

So  let  me  find  thee  ftill :  take  this  fame  letter, 

And  ufe  thou  all  th'  endeavour  of  a  man, 

In  fpeed  to  Padua  j  fee  thou  render  this 

Into  my  coufin's  hand,  doctor  Bellario, 

And  look  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give  thee, 

Bring  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  imagin'd  fpeed 

Unto  the  Trajecl,  to  the  common  ferry 

Which  trades  to  Venice  :  wafte  no  time  in  words, 

But  get  thee  gone  ;  I  mall  be  there  before  thee. 

Bah  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed,  [Exit* 

Ptr. 
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Por,  Come  on,  Ner  iff  a,  I  have  work  in  hand 
That  you  yet  know  not  of :  we'll  fee  our  hufbands 
Before  they  think  of  us. 

Ner.  Shall  they  fee  us  ? 

Por.  They  fhall,  Nerijj'a\  but  infuch  a  habit, 
That  they  ihall  think  we  are  accompli/hed 
"With  what  we  lack.    I'll  hold  thee  any  wager* 
"When  we  are  both  apparell'd  like  young  men, 
I'll  prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two, 
And  wear  my  dagger  with  the  braver  grace  ; 
And  fpeak  between  the  change  of  man  and  boy, 
With  a  reed  voice ;  and  turn  two  mincing  fteps 
Into  a  manly  ftride,  and  fpeak  of  frays 
Like  a  fine  bragging  youth  5  and  tell  quaint  lies, 
How  honourable  ladies  fought  my  love, 
"Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  and  dy'd, 
I  could  not  do  with  all :  then  I'll  repent, 
And  wiih,  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kill'd  them# 
And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  lies  I'll  tell  j 
That  men  fhall  fwear  I've  difcontinued  fchool 
Above  a  twelve -month.    I  have  in  my  mind 
A  thoufand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  jacks, 
Which  I  will  practife. 

Ner.  Shall  we  turn  to  men  ? 

Por.  Fie,  what  a  queftion's  that, 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  interpreter  ! 
But  come,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  coach,  which  flays  for  us 
At  the  park-gate  ;  and  therefore  hafte  away, 
For  we  muft  meafure  twenty  miles  to-day.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  -VI.  -EtfttrLauncelottf^Jeffica. 

Laun,  Yes,  truly  :  for  look  you,  the  fins  of  the  father 
are  to  be  laid  upon  the  children  j  therefore  I  promife  you, 
J  fear  you.  I  was  always  plain  with  you  ;  and  fo  now  I 
fpeak  my  agitation  of  the  matter:  therefore  be  of  good 
cheer  5  for  truly  I  think  you  are  damn'd  :  there  is  but 
one  hope  in  it  that  can  do  you  any  good,  and  that  is  but  a 
.kind  of  baftard-hope  neither. 

Jef,  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Laun* 
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Laun,  Marry,  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  father  got 
you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  J^ew's  daughter. 

jfef.  That  were  a  kind  of  baftard-hope  indeed  5  fo  the 
fins  of  my  mother  mould  be  vi/ited  upon  me. 

Laun,  Truly  then  I  fear  you  are  damn'd  both  by  father 
and  mother  ;  thus  when  you  fhun  Scylla,  your  father,  you 
fall  into  Cbaribdis,  your  mother  :  well,  you  are  gone  both 
ways. 

Jef.  I  /hall  be  faved  by  my  hufband,  he  hath  made  mc 
a  chriftian. 

Laun,  Truly  the  more  to  blame  he  ;  we  were  chriftians 
enough  before,  e'en  as  many  as  could  well  live  one  by  an- 
other :  this  making  of  chriftians  will  raife  the  price  of 
hogs  5  if  we  grow  all  to  be  pork-eaters,we  mall  not  fhort- 
ly  have  a  raflier  on  the  coals  for  mony. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Jef,  I'll  tell  my  hufband,  Launcelot,  what  you  fay  :  here 
he  comes. 

Lor.  I  fhall  grow  jealous  of  you  fhortly,  Launcelot,  if 
you  thus  get  my  wife  into  corners. 

Jef,  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo  5  Launcelot 
and  I  are  out;  he  tells  me  flatly,  there  is  no  mercy  for  me 
in  heav'n,  becaufe  I  am  a  Jew's  daughter:  and  he  fays, 
you  are  no  good  member  of  the  commou-wealth  ;  for  in 
converting  Jews  to  chriftians,  you  raife  the  price  of  pork. 

Lor,  I  /hall  anfwer  that  better  to  the  common-wealth 
than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  negro's  belly:  the  Moor 
is  with  child  by  you,  Launcelot, 

Laun.  It  is  much  that  the  Moor  mould  be  more  than 
reafon  :  but  if  /he  be  lefs  than  an  honeft  woman,  /he  k 
indeed  more  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  a  word  !  I  think  the 
feeft  grace  of  wit  will  mortly  turn  into  filence,  and  dif- 
coutfe  grow  commendable  in  none  but  parrots.  Go  in, 
firrah,  bid  them  prepare  for  dinner. 

Laun,  That  is  done,  Sir  5  they  have  all  ftomachs. 

Lor.  Good  lord,  what  a  wit-fnapper  are  you  !  then  bU 
them  prepare  dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done  too,  Sir  5  only  cover  is  the  word. 

Lor,  Will  you  cover  then,  Sir  ? 

Laun.* 
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Laun,  Not  fo,  Sir,  neither  5  I  know  my  duty. 

Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  oecafion  !  wilt  thou  /hew 
the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an  infcant  ?  I  pray  thee, 
underftand  a  plain  man  in  his  plain  meaning  :  go  to  thy 
fellows,  bid  them  cover  the  table,  ferveinthe  meat,  and 
we  will  ame  in  to  dinner. 

Laun.  For  the  table,  Sir,  it  /hall  be  ferv'd  in  ;  for  the 
meat,  Sir,  it  /hall  be  covered  for  your  coming  in  to  din- 
ner, Sir,  why  let  it  be  as  humours  and  conceits  /hail  go- 
vern. [Exit  Laun, 

Lor,  O  dear  difcretion,  how  his  words  are  iuited ! 
The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  <  If  good  words  5  and  1  do  know 
A  many  fools  that  ftand  in  better  place, 
Garnifli'd  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfie  word 
Defie  the  matter  ;  how  far' ft  thou,  JcJJlca  f  - 
And  now,  ccui  fweet,  fay  thy  opinion,  . 
How  doft  thou  like  the  lord  Bajfanio^s  wife  ? 

Jef.  Paft  all  exprcrTmg  :  it  is  very  meet 
The  lord  Baffanio  live  an  upright  life. 
For  having  iuch  a  blefiing  in  his  lady, 
He  fm  :s  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth  : 
And  if  on  earth  he  do  not  merit  it, 
In  reafon  he  fhould  never  come  to  heaven. 
Why,  if  two  Gods  ffcould  play  fome  heav'nly  match. 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women, 
And  Portia  one,  there  muft  be  fomcthing  elfe 
Pawn'd  with  the  other  5  for  the  poor  rude  world] 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 

Lor.  Even  fuch  a  huflband 
Haft  thou  of  me,  as  /he  is  for  a  wife. 

Jef  Kay,  but  aik  my  opinion  too  of  that. 

Lor*  T  will  anon :  firft  let  us  go  to  dinner. 

Jef.  Nay,  let  me  praife  you  while  I  have  a  ftomach* 

Lor.  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  ferve  for  table-talk  5 
Then,  howfoe'er  thou  fpeak'ft,  'mong  other  things, 
I  /hall  digeft  it. 

Jef  Well,  I'll  fet  you  forth,  lExeunt. 


ACT 


The  Merchant  of  Venice.  251 


ACT    IV.    S  CXE  N  E  I. 

Venice.     Enter  the  Duke,  the  Senators,  Anthonio, 
Baffanio,  and  Gratiano. 
Puke.  WJHrt*  is  Anthonlo  here  ? 

VV   Anth.  Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Duke.  Vm  forry  for  thee,  thou  art  come  to  anfwef 
A  ftony  adverfary,  an  inhuman  wretch 
Uncapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Anth.  I  have  heard 
Your  Grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualifie 
His  rigorous  courfe ;  but  fince  he  ftands  obdurate, 
And  that  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  envy's  reach,  I  do  oppofe 
My  patience  to  his  fury,  and  am  arm'd 
To  fuffer  with  a  quietnefs  of  fpirit 
The  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his. 

Duke.  Go  one,  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  court. 

Sal.  He's  ready  at  the  door  :  he  comes,  my  lord. 
Enter  Shylock. 

Duke.  Make  room,  and  let  him  ftand  before  ourface» 
Shylock,  the  world  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too, 
That  thou  but  lead'ft  this  fafhion  of  thy  malice 
To  thelafl:  hour  of  aft,  ar-d  then  'tis  thought 
ThouMt  mew  thy  mercy  and  remorfe  more  ftrange 
Than  is  thy  ftrange  apparent  cruelty. 
And,  where  thou  now  exacYft  the  penalty, 
"Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  flefli, 
Thou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  forfeiture, 
But,  touch'd  with  human  gentlenefs  and  love> 
Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal ; 
Glancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  lofies, 
That  have  of  late  fo  hudled  on  his  back  ; 
Enough  to  prefs  a  royal  merchant  down, 
And  pluck  commiferation  of  his  ftate 
From  braiTy  bofoms  and  rough  hearts  of  flint, 
From  ftubborn  Turks  and  Tartars,  never  train' d 
To  offices  of  tender  courtefie. 
"We  all  expeft  a  gentle  anfwer,  Jew, 

Shy* 
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Shy.  I  have  poffefs'd  your  Grace  of  what  I  purpofe, 
And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 
Upon  your  charter,  and  your  city's  freedom. 
You'll  afk  me  why  I  rather  chufe  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  flefh,  than  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  ducats  ?  I'll  not  anfwer  that. 
But  fay,  it  is  my  humour  5  is  it  anfwered  ? 
"What  if  my  houfe  be  troubled  with  a  rat, 
An<J  I  be  pleas' d  to  give  ten  thoufand  ducats 
To  have  it  bane'd  ?  what,  are  you  anfwer'd  yet  ? 
Some  men  there  are,  love  not  a  gaping  pig  5 
Some  that  are  mad  if  they  behold  a  cat  ? 
And  others,  when  the  bag-pipe  fings  i'  th'  nofe, 
Cannot  contain  their  urine  for  affection.* 
Mafterlefs  paflion  fways  us  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes  or  loaths.    Now  for  your  anfwer  s 
As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  render'd 
"Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  pig, 
"Why  he  a  harmlefs  neceffary  cat, 
"Why  he  a  woollen  bag-pipe,  but  of  force 
JMuft  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  fhame, 
As  to  offend,  himfelf  being  offended  j 
So  can  I  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  not, 
More  than  a  lodg'd  hate  and  a  certain  loathing 
I  bear  Anthontoy  that  I  follow  thus 
A  lofing  fuit  againft  him.    Are  you  anfwer'd  ? 

Bajj\  This  is  no  anfwer,  thou  unfeeling  man, 
T'excufe  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

Shy.  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  anfwer. 

Baff.  Do  all  men  kill  the  thing  they  do  not  love  ? 

Shy.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ? 

Bajf.  Ev'ry  offence  is  not  a  hate  atfirft. 

Shy.  What, would' ft  thou  have  a  ferpent  fting  thee  twice? 

Anth.  I  pray  you,  think  you  queftion  with  a  Jew, 
You  may  as  well  go  ftand  upon  the  beach, 
And  bid  the  main  flood  'bate  his  ufual  height  5 
you  may  as  well  ufe  queftion  with  the  wolfj 

2  tk&t  i*9  they  are  fo  atife&ed  with  It. 

When 
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When  you  behold  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb  5 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  a  noife 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gufts  of  heav*n  ; 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  moft  hard, 
As  feek  to  foften  that  (than  which  what's  harder  ?) 
His  Jemijh  heart.    Therefore  I  do  befeech  you, 
Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  means, 
But  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency 
Let  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 
Bajf.  For  thy  three  thoufand  ducats  here  is  fix. 
Shy.  If  ev'ry  ducat  in  fix  thoufand  ducats 
Were  in  fix  parts,  and  ev'ry  part  a  ducat, 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  bond. 
Duke.  How  (halt  thou  hope  for  mercy,  rend'ring  none  ? 
Shy.  What  judgment  fhall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong  ? 
You  have  among  you  many  a  purchased  Have, 
Which,  like  your  afles  and  your  dogs  and  mules, 
You  ufe  in  abjecT:  and  in  flavifti  part, 
Becaufe  you  bought  them.    Shall  I  fay  to  you, 
Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs  ? 
Why  fweat  they  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  foft  as  yours,  and  let  their  palates 
Be  feafon'd  with  fuch  viands  :  you  will  anfwer, 
The  Haves  are  ours.    So  do  I  anfwer  you. 
The  pound  of  fle/h  which  I  demand  of  him 
Is  dearly  bought,  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it. 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law, 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice  : 
I  ftand  for  judgment  j  anfwer  j  fhall  I  have  it  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  pow'r  I  may  difmifs  this  court, 
Unlefs  BelLirioy  a  learned  doctor, 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  determine  this, 
Come  here  to-day. 

Sal.  My  lord,  here  ftays  without 
A  meifenger  with  letters  from  the  doctor, 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters,  call  the  meifenger. 
B;\(j\  Good  cheer,  Anthonio  ;  what,  man,  courage  yet: 
The  yew  iliall  have  my  flefb,  blood,  bone^  and  all, 
Vou  U.  Y  £9 
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Ere  thou  fhait  lefe  for  me  one  drop  of  blood, 
Antb.  I  am  a  tainted  weather  of  the  flock, 
Meeteft  for  death  :  the  weakeft  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earJieft  to  the  ground,  and  fo  let  me, 
You  cannot  better  be  em  ploy7  d,  BjJJanic> 
Than  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  epitaph. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  NerirTa  drejid  like  a  Lawyers  Clerk* 
Duke.  Came  you  frcm  Padua,  from  Bcllario  f 
Rfer.  From  both,  my  lord  :  Bcllario  greets  your  Grace, 
Baff.  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  knife  fo  earneftly  ? 

[The  Jew  whetting  bis  knife  on  the  fole  of  bis  fhot% 
Shy.  To  cut  the  forfeit  from  that  bankrupt  there. 
Gra.  Not  on  thy  foie,  but  on  thy  foul,  harm  Jew, 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  knife  keen  j  for  no  metal  can, 
Ko  no.t  the  hangman's  ax,  bear  half  the  keennefs 
Of  thy  fbarp  envy.    Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  ? 
Shy.  No,  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  to  makfr* 
Gra.  O  be  thou  damn'd,  inexorable  dog, 
And  for  thy  life  let  juftice  be  accusM  \ 
Thou  almoin  mak'ft  me  waver  in  my  faith, 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  fouls  of  animals  infnfe  themfelves 
Into  the  trunks  of  men.    Thy  currifh  fpirit 
Govern' d  a  wolf,  who  hang'd  for  human  (laughter, 
3Ev'n  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  foul  fleet, 
And  whilst  thcu  Jay'ft  in  thy  unhallow'd  dam, 
Infus'd  it  felf  in  thee  :  for  thy  deiires 
Are  wolfifh,  bloody,  ftarv'd,  and  ravenous. 

Sly.  'Till  thou  canft  rail  the.  fcal  from  off  my  bond, 
Thcu  but  cfifcnd'ft  thy  lungs  to  fpeak  fo  loud. 
Uepair  tl  y  wit,  good  youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  curelefs  rum.    I  ftand  here  for  law. 

Duke.  This  letter  frcm  Bcllario  doth  commend 
A  young  and  learned  doctor  to  our  court# 
Where  is  he  ? 

V'vV.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by 
To  know  your  aniwer,  whether  you'll  admit  hin% 

Duke.  With  all  my  heart.  Some  thfre  or  fo«r  of  you 
Go,  give  hiiii  coui' ceaduft  to  ibis  pla«e  ; 

Mean 
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Mean  time  the  court  mall  hear  Betlario\  letter. 

Your  Grace  /hall  under/land,  that,  at  the  receipt  of  your 
letter,  I  am  wry  Jick  :  but  at  the  infant  that  your  mcjfen* 
ger  came,  in  hving  •vifitation  was  with  me  a  young  doflov 
of  Rome,  his  name  is  Balthafar:  I  acquainted  him  with 
the  caufe  in  controverfie  between  the  Jew  and  Anthonio 
the  merchant.  We  turn  d  er  many  books  together  ;  hp  is 
furniped  with  my  opinion,  which,  bettered  with  his  own 
learning,  (the  greatnefs  whereof  I  cannot  enough  commend,) 
-comes  with  him  at  my  importunity,  to  fill  up  your  Grace'** 
rcqueji  in  my  Jiead.  1  befeech  you,  kt  his  lack  pfyeqi  he 
no  impediment  ts  let  him  lack  a  reverend  ejiimatlon :  For  J. 
never  knew  foyoung  a  body  with  fo  old  ahead,  I  leave 
him  to  your  gracious  acceptance,  whofe  tryal Jball  better 
fubUJh  his  commendation. 

Enter  Portia,  drefsd  like  a  Dotjor  of  Laws, 
Duke,  You  hear  the  learn* d  Bdlario  what  he  writes* 
And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  doctor  come : 
<Give  me  your  hand.    Came  you  from  old  Bellario  f 
Por,  I  did,  my  lord. 
Duke,  You're  welcome :  take  your  place. 
Are  you  acquainted  with  the  difference 
That  holds  this  prefent  queftion  in  the  court  ? 

Pctr.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  cafe. 
Which  is  the  merchant  here?  and  which  the  Jew  f 
Duke,  Anthonio  and  old  Shylock,  both  ftand  forth. 
Por,  Is  your  name  Shylock  ? 
Shy,  Shylock  is  my  name. 

Por.  Of  a  ftrange  nature  is  the  fuit  you  follow, 
Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. 
You  ftanfl  within  his  danger,  do  you  not  ?    [To  Anthonifr* 

Anth.  Ay,  fo  he  fays. 

Per.  Do  you  confefs  the  bond  ? 

Anth.  I  da. 

Por.  Then  muft  the  Jew  be  merciful. 
Shy.  On  what  compulfion  muft  I  ?  tell  me  tint* 
Por,  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  ftrain'd  .5 
It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heav'rj 
Upon  the  place  bejaeath.    It  is  t\\i«c  bkfs'd. 

y  *  it 


256       The  Merchant  of  Venice. 

It  blefleth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 

'Tis  mightieft  in  the  mightieft,  it  becomes 

The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown  r 

His  fcepter  fhews  the  force  of  temporal  pow'r, 

The  attribute  to  awe  and  majefty, 

Wherein  doth  fit  the  dread  and  fear  of  Kings, 

But  mercy  is  above  this  fcepter'd  fway, 

It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  Kings  j 

It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfelf ; 

And  earthly  pow'r  doth  then  fhew  likeft  God's, 

When  mercy  feafons  juftice.    Therefore,  Jew, 

Tho'  juftice  be  thy  plea,  confider  this, 

That  in  the  courfe  of  juftice  none  of  us 

"Should  fee  falvation.    We  do  pray  for  meycy, 

And  that  fame  pray'r  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 

The  deeds  of  mercy.    I  have  fpoke  thus  much 

To  mitigate  the  juftice  of  thy  plea  ; 

Which  if  thou  follow,  this  ftrift  court  of  Venice 

Muft  needs  give  fentence  'gainft  the  merchant  there. 

Shy,  My  deeds  upon  my  head !  I  crave  the  law, 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond.  * 

Per.  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  mony  ?  * 

Baff.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  court,. 
Yea,  twice  the  fum  ;  if  that  will  not  fuffice, 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 
On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 
Jf  this  will  not  fuffice,  it  muft  appear 
That  malice  bears  down  truth.    And  I  befeech  you, 
Wreft  once  the  law  to  your  authority. 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong  $ 
And  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

Per.  It  muft:  not  be,  there  is  no  pow'r  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftabliihed. 
'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent, 
And  many  an  error  by  the  fame  example 
Will  rufti  into  the  irate.    It  cannot  be. 

Shy,  A  Daniel  come  to  judgment !  yea,  a  Daniel* 
O  wife  young  judge,  how  do  I  honour  thee ! 

Por%  I  .pray  you,  let  me  look  upon  the  bond. 

Sby%  Here  'tis,  moft  rev'rend  de&or,  here  it  is. 

fV. 
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Por.  Sbylock,  there's  thrice  thy  mony  offer*  d  thee, 

Sby,  An  oath,  an  oath,  I  have  an  oath  in  heaven. 
"Shall  I  Jay  perjury  upon  my  loul  ? 
,Nq,  not  for  Venice. 

For.  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit, 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  pound  of  flefh,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
"Neareft  the  merchant's  heart.    Be  merciful, 
Take  thrice  thy  mony,  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 

Sby,  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenour* 
It  doth  appear  you  are  a  worthy  judge  j 
You  know  the  law,  your  expofition 
Hath  been  moft  found.    I  charge  you  by  the  law* 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-deferving  pillar, 
Proceed  to  judgment.    By  my  foul  I  fwear, 
There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me.    I  Itay  here  on  my  bond. 

Antb.  Moft  heartily  I  do  befeech  the  court 
To  give  the  judgment. 

,Por.  Why  then  thus  it  is  : 
You  muft  prepare  your  bofom  for  his  knife. 

Sby,  O  noble  judge !  O  excellent  young  man ! 

For.  For  the  intent  and  purpofe  of  the  law 
Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty, 
Vhich  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

Shy.  'Tis  very  true. v  O  wife  and  upright  judge, 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  locks  ! 

For,  Therefore  lay  bare  your  bofom. 

Sby,  Ay,  his  breaft  $ 
So  fays  the  bond,  doth  it  npt,  noble  judge  ? 
Neareft  his  heart,  thole  are  the  very  words. 

For,  It  is  fo.    Are  there  fcales  to  weigh  the  rle/h  ? 

Sby,  I  have  them  ready. 

For,  Have  by  fome  furgeon,  Sbylock,  on  your  charge, 
To  ftop  his  wounds,  left  he  fhould  bleed  to  death. 

Sby,  Is  it  fo  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

For,  It  is  not  fo  exprefs'd  $  but  what  of  that  ? 
"Twere  good  you  do  fo  much  for  charity. 

Shy.  I  cannot  find  it,  'tis  not  in  the  bond. 

£V.  Come,  merchant,  have  you  any  thiig  to  hj  ? 

Y  3  Jntb, 
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Anth.  But  little :  I  am  arm'd  and  well  prepar'd. 
Give  me  your  hand,  BaJJ'anio>  fare  you  well. 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fall'n  to  this  for  you  : 
For  herein  fortune  mews  herfelf  more  kind 
Than  is  her  cuftom.    It  is  ftill  her  ufe 
To  let  the  wretched  man  out-live  his  wealth, 
To  view  with  hollow  eye  and  wrinkled  brow 
An  age  of  poverty.    From  which  ling'ring  penance 
Of  fuch  a  mifery  doth  me  cut  me  off. 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  wife  5 
Tell  her  the  procefs  of  Anthonio's  end ; 
Say  how  I  lov'd  you  ;  fpeak  me  fair  in  death  : 
And  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge, 
"Whether  BaJJamo  had  not  once  a  love. 
Repent  not  you  that  you  mail  lofe  your  friend, 
And  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  debt  5 
For  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 
I'll  pay  it  inftantly  with  all  my  heart. 

Baff.  Anthonio,  I  am  married  to  a  wife 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  it  felf  5 
But  life  it  felf,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world, 
Are  not  with  me  efteem'd  above  thy  life. 
I  would  lofe  all,  ay,  facrifke  them  all 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

Per,  Your  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that 
Jf  (he  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 

Gra.  l  have  a  wife  whom,  I  proteft,  I  love } 
I  would  me  were  in  heaven,  fo  Die  cojild 
Intreat  fome  pow'r  to  change  this  currifh  yew, 

Ner>  'Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back, 
The  wifh  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  houfe. 

Shy.  Thefe  be  the  chriftian  hufbands.  I've  a  daughter 
Would  any  of  the  flock  of  Barrabas 
Had  been  her  hufband,  rather  than  a  chriftian  !  [Afide 
We  trifle  time,  I  pray  thee,  purfue  fentence. 

For.  A  pound  of  that  fame  merchant's  flefh  is  thine 
The  court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 

JSby.  Moft  rightful  judge  ! 

Por.  And  you  muft  cut  this  fleih  from  off  his  breaft. 
^Tht  law  allows  it,  and  .the  co\fffc  awajrds  # , 
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Shy,  Moft  learned  judge  !  a  fentence  5  come,  prepare* 

Per.  Tarry  a  little,  there  is  fomething  elfe. 
This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood  $ 
The  words  exprelly  are  a  pound  of  flefh. 
Then  take  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flefh  5 
But  in  the  cutting  it  if  thou  doft  fhed 
One  drop  of  chriftian  blood,  thy  lands  and  goods 
Are  by  the  laws  of  Venice  confifcate 
Unto  the  ftate  of  Venice, 

Gra.  O  upright  judge  !  mark,  Jew ;  O  learned  judge  ! 

Shy.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

Por,  Thy  felf  malt  fee  the  aft  : 
For  as  thou  urgeft  juftice,  be  affur'd 
Thou  malt  have  juftice,  more  than  thou  denYlh 

Gra.  O  learned  judge !  mark,  Jew,  a  learned  judge! 

Shy.  I  take  this  offer  then,  pay  the  bond  thrice, 
And  let  the  chriftian  go. 

Baff.  Here  is  the  mony. 

Por.  The  Jew  fliall  have  all  juftice  ;  foft !  no  hafte  5 
He  fhall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gra,  O  Jew !  an  upright  judge,  a  learned  judge  ! 

Por.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  flefli  ; 
Shed  thou  no  blood,  nor  cut  thou  lefs  nor  more 
But  juft  a  pound  of  flefh  :  if  thou  tak'ft  more 
Or  lefs  than  a  juft  pound,  be't  but  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  fubftance 
Or  the  divifion  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  fcruple  5  nay,  if  the  fcale  turn 
But  in  the  eftimation  of  a  hair, 
Thou  dieft,  and  all  thy  goods  are  confifcate* 

Gra*  A  fecond  Daniel,  a  Daniel,  Jew  I 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

Por,  Why  doth  the  Jew  paufe  ?  take  the  forfeiture. 

Shy,  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 

Baff.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee }  here  it  is. 

Per,  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  court ; 
He  fliall  have  meerly  juftice  and  his  bond. 

Gra.  A  Daniel  ft  ill  fay  I,  a  fecond  Daniel! 
J  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

$haU  I  act  barely  >»ve,  my  principal  ? 

Per. 
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Per,  Thou  malt  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiture, 
To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jew. 

Shy.  Why  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it  I 
1*11  ftay  no  longer  queftion. 

Por.  Tarry,  Jew, 
The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you : 
Jt  is  enacted  in  the  laws  of  Venice, 
If  it  be  prov'd  againft  an  alien, 
That  by  direct  or  indirect  attempts 
He  feek  the  Jife  of  any  citizen, 
The  party  'gainft  the  which  he  doth  contrive 
Shall  feize  on  half  his  goods,  the  other  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  coffer  of  the  ftate  5 
And  the  offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  Duke  only,  'gainft  all  other  voice  5 
In  which  predicament  I  fay  thou  Hand 'ft. 
For  it  appears  by  manifeft  proceeding, 
That  indirectly,  and  directly  too, 
Thou  haft  contriv'd  againft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant  ;  and  thou  haft  incurr'4 
The  danger  formally  by  me  rehears'd. 
£)own  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  Duke# 

Gra.  Reg  that  thou  may' ft  have  leave  to  hang  thy  felf  5 
And  yet,  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  ftate, 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord  j 
Therefore  thou  muft  be  hang'd  at  the  ftate's  charge 

Duke.  That  thou  may'ft  fee  the  diff'rence  of  our  fpirit, 
I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  afk  it : 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Anthonio 's  5 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  ftate,  ' 
Which  humblenefs  may  drive  unto  a  fine, 

Por.  Ay,  for  the  ftate  ;  not  for  Anthonio. 

Shy,  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all :  pardon  not  that. 
You  take  my  houfe,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  floth  fuftain  my  houfe  :  you  take  my  life, 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

Por.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Anthonio  t 

Gra.  A  halter  gratis,  nothing  elfe  for  God's  fake. 

AnthP  So  pleafe  my  lord  the  Duke,  and  all  the  court, 
To  ^uit  the  fine  frun  one  half  of  his  goods, 

I  am, 
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I  am  content  ;  fo  he  will  Jet  me  have 

The  other  half  in  ufe,  to  render  it 

Until  his  death  unto  the  gentleman 

That  lately  ftole  his  daughter. 

Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  favour 

He  prefently  become  a  chriftian  5 

The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  gift 

Here  in  the  court,  of  all  be  dies  pofTefs'd, 

Unto  his  fon  Lorenzo  and  his  daughter. 

Duke,  He  fhall  do  this,  or  elfe  I  do  recant 
The  pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 

Por,  Art  thou  contented,  Jew  f  what  doft  thou  fay  ? 

Shy,  I  am  content. 

Por,  Clerk,  draw  a  deed  of  gift. 

Shy.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence  j 
I  am  not  well}  fend  the  deed  after  me, 
And  J  will  fign  it. 

Duke,  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 

Gra,  In  chrift'ning  thou  malt  have  two  godfathers. 
Had  I  been  judge,  thou  mould' ft  have  had  ten  more, 
To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font.  [Exit  Shylock.' 

Duke.  Sir,  I  intreat  you  home  with  me  to  dinner. 

Por*  I  humbly  do  defire  your  Grace's  pardon  j 
I  muft  away  this  night  toward  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet  I  prefently  fet  forth. 

Duke.  I'm  forry  that  your  leifure  ferves  you  not. 
Anthonioy  gratify  this  gentleman  5 
For  in  my  mind  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

[Exeunt  Duke  and  his  train* 
SCENE  III. 

Baff.  Moft  worthy  gentleman!  I  and  my  friend 
Have  by  your  wifdom  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties,  in  lieu  whereof 
Three  thoufand  ducats  due  unto  the  Jew 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withal. 

Anth.  And   ftand  indebted  over  and  above 
In  love  and  fervice  to  you  evermore, 

Por,  He  is  well  paid  that  is  well  fatisfy'd  5 
And  I  deliv'ring  you  am  fatisfy'd  5 
And  therein  do  account  my  felf  well  paid ; 

My 
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My  mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary, 
I  pray  you,  know  me  when  we  meet  again, 
I  wifh  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

BaJJ'.  Dear  Sir,  of  force  1  muft  attempt  you  further. 
Take  fome  remembrance  of  us,  for  a  tribute, 
Not  as  a  fee :  grant  me  two  things,  I  pray  you, 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

Por.  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 
Give  me  your  gloves,  I'll  wear  them  for  your  fake, 
And  for  your  love  Til  take  this  ring  from  you. 
Do  not  draw  back  your  hand,  Til  t^ce  no  more, 
And  you  in  love  mall  not  deny  me  this. 

Baff.  This  ring,  good  Sir,  alas,  it  is  a  trifle  j 
I  will  not  fhame  my  felf  to  give  you  this. 

P-or.  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  but  only  this, 
And  now  methinks  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

Baff.  There's  more  on  this  depends  than  is  the  value* 
The  deareft  ring  in  Vtmce  will  I  give  you, 
And  find  it  out  by  proclamation  ; 
Only  for  this,  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

Per.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers  ; 
You  taught  me  firft  to  beg,  and  now,  methinks, 
You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  fhould  be  anfwer'd. 

Baff.  G  od  Sir,  this  ring  was  giv'n  me  by  my  p*fe  $ 
And  when  me  put  it  on,  me  made  me  vow 
That  1  mould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  it, 

Por.  Tha-  'fcufe  ferves  many  men  to  fave  their  gifts  5 
And  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman, 
An    know  how  well  I  have  deferv'4  the  ring, 
She  would  not  hold  out  enmity  for  ever 
For  giving  it  to  me.    Well,  peace  be  with  you? 

[Exit,  with  Nerif&t 

Anth.  My  lord  Baffanio,  let  him  have  the  ring. 
Let  his  defervings  and  my  love  withal 
Be  valued  'gainft  your  wife's  eommandement. 

Baff.  Go,  Gratiano,  run  and  overtake  him, 
Give  him  the  ring,  and  bring  him,  if  thtu  can'lt, 
Unto  Anthonio^s  houfe  *.  away,  make  hafte.    [Exit.  Gra. 
-Come,  you  and,  I  will  thither  prefently, 

A&<& 
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And  in  the  morning  early  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmont ;  come  Anthonio.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Portia  and  Nerifla. 

Tor.  Enquire  the^w's  houfe  out,  give  Iiwti  this  deed, 
And  let  him  fign  it  ;  we'll  away  to-night, 
And  be  a  day  before  our  hulbands  home  : 
This  deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo, 
Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Fair  Sir,  you  are  well  o*erta'en: 
My  lord  BaJJanio,  upon  more  advice, 
Hath  fent  you  here  this  ring,  and  doth  intreat 
Your  company  at  dinner. 

Por.  That  cannot  be. 
This  ring  I  do  accept  moft  thankfully, 
And  fo,  I  pray  you,  tell  him  :  furthermore, 
I  pray  you,  mew  my  Youth  old  Shylock\  houfe. 

Gra,  That  will  I  do. 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 
1*11  fee  if  I  can  get  my  hufcand's  ring,  [To  Portia, 

Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

For.  Thou  may'ft,  I  warrant.  We  mall  have  old  fwearing. 
That  they  did  give  the  rings  away  to  men  5 
But  we'll  out-face  them  and  out-fwear  them  too. 
Away,  make  hafte,  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 

Ner,  Come,  good  Sir,  will  you  fhew  me  to  this  houfe  ? 

[Exeunt, 

ACT  V.   SCENE  I. 
Belmont,    Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jeflica. 
Lor  J  ■  *  H  E  moon  mines  bright :  In  fuch  a  night  as  thiJ, 
X    When  the  fweet  wind  did  gently  kifs  the  trees, 
And  they  did  make  no  noife  ;  in  fuch  a  night 
Troylus,  methinks,  mounted  the  Trojan  wall, 
And  figh'd  his  foul  toward  the  Grecian  tent 5, 
Where  Creffid  lay  that  night. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Did  Tbijbe  fearfully  o'er-trip  the  dew, 
And  faw  the  lion's  fhadow  ere  himfelf, 
And  ran  difmay'd  away. 

Lor*  In  fuch  a  night, 
Stooi  Dido  with  a  willovn  in  her  hivA 


264       72?*  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Upon  the  wild  fea- banks,  and  waft  her  love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage, 

Jef  In  fuch  a  night, 
Medea  gather'd  the  inchanted  herbs 
That  did  renew  old  Mfon, 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Did  Jcffica  fteal  from  the  wealthy  Jew, 
And  with  an  unthrift  love  did  run  from  Venice, 
As  far  as  Belmont. 

Jef  And  in  fuch  a  night, 
Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear  he  lov'd  her  well, 
Stealing  her  foul  with  many  vows  of  faith, 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Lor,  And  in  fuch  a  night, 
Did  pretty  Jejfica  (like  a  little  flirew) 
Slander  her  love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

Jef.  I  would  out-night  you,  did  no  body  come  i 
But  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Lor,  Who  comes  fo  faft  in  lilence  of  the  night  ? 

Mef.  A  friend. 

Lor.  What  friend  ?  your  name,  I  pray  you,  friend  } 

Mef.  Stephano  is  my  name,  and  I  bring  word 
My  miftrefs  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  here  at  Belmont  :  flie  doth  ftray  about 
By  holy  crofies,  where  /he  kneels  and  prays 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her  ? 

Mef  None  but  a  holy  hermit  and  her  maid. 
I  pray  you,  is  my  mafter  yet  returned  ? 

Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  him  : 
But  go  we  in,  I  pray  thee,  JeJJica, 
And  ceremonioufly  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  miftrefs  of  the  houfe. 

Enter  Launcelot. 

Maun.  Sola,  fola,  wo  ha,  ho,  fola,  fola  ! 

Lor.  Who  calls  ? 

Laun.  Sola !  did  you  fee  mafter  Lorenzo  and  miftrefs 
Itorenzaf  fola,  fola! 

l*or*  Leave,  following,  man  j  here. 

Law* 
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taun.  Sola !  where  ?  where  ? 
Lor.  Here. 

Laun.  Tail  him  there's  a  poft  come  from  my  matter, 
with  his  horn  full  of  good  news.  My  mafter  will  be  here 
ere  morning. 

Lor.  Sweet  love,  let's  in,  and  there  expect  their  coming. 
And  yet  no  matter  :  why  mould  we  go  in  ? 
My  friend  Stepbano,  fignine,  I  pray  you, 
"Within  the  houfe,  your  miltrefs  is  at  hand, 
And  bring  your  mufick  forth  into  the  air.   [Ex.  Mejfenger* 
How  fweet  the  moon-light  fleeps  upon  this  bank! 
Here  will  we  lit,  and  let  the  founds  of  mufick 
Creep  in  our  ears  ;  foft  ftilnefs,  and  the  night 
Become  the  touches  of  fweet  harmony. 
Sit,  Jeffua  5  look  how  the  floor  of  heav'n 
Is  thick  inlay'd  with  patterns  of  bright  gold  ; 

There's  not  the  fmalleft  orb  which  thou  behold'ft* 

But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  lings, 

Still  quiring  to  the  young-ey'd  chciubims  5 

Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  fouls  ! 

But  whilfr  this  muddy  velture  of  decay 

Doth  grofly  clofe  us  in,  we  cannot  hear  it. 

Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn, 

With  fweeteft  touches  pierce  your  miftrefs'  ear, 

And  draw  her  home  with  mufick. 

Jef.  fm  never  merry  when  I  hear  fweet  mufick. 
Mufick. 

Lor.  The  reafon  is,  your  lpirits  are  attentive  y 
For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd, 
Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts, 
Fetching  ma.!  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  loud, 
(Which  is  the  hot  c  ndition  of  their  blood) 
If  they  perchance  but  hear  a  trumpet  found, 
Or  any  air  of  mufick  touch  their  ears, 
You  mall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  (land  5 
Their  favage  eyes  turn'd  to  a  modelt  gTze 
By  the  fweet  power  of  mufick.    Thus  the  poet 
Did  feign  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  Hones,  and  floods  5 
Since  nought  fo  ftockilh,  hard,  and  full  of  rar.e, 
But  mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature. 

Vol. II.  Z  T 
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The  man  that  hath  no  mufick  in  himfel£ 
And  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  fvveet  founds, 
Is  fit  for  treafons,  ftratagems,  and  fpoils  5 
The  motions  of  his  fpirit  are  dull  as  night, 
And  his  affections  dark  as  Erebus  : 

Let  no  fuch  man  be  trufted  Mark  the  muiick. 

Enter  Portia  and  Neriffa. 

Por.  That  light  we  fee  is  burning  in  my  hall : 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams ! 
So  mines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

Ner.  When  the  moonlhone,  we  did  not  fee  the  candle. 

Por.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  lefs  j 
A  fubftitute  mines  brightly  as  a  King 
Until  a  King  be  by  5  and  then  his  ftate 
Empties  it  felf,  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters.    Mufick,  hark !  [Mufich 

Ner.  It  is  the  muiick,  Madam,  of  your  houfe. 

Por.  Nothing  is  good,  I  fee,  without  refpedl : 
Methinks  it  founds  much  fweeter  than  by  day. 

Ner.  Silence  beftows  the  virtue  on  it,  Madam. 

Por.  The  crow  doth  fing  as  fweetly  as  the  lark, 
When  neither  is  attended  $  and,  I  think, 
The  nightingale,  if  fhe  mould  fing  by  day, 
When  every  goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  mufician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  feafon  feafon'd  are 
To  their  right  praife  and  true  perfection  ! 
Peace  !  how  the  moon  lleeps  with  Endimicn, 
And  would  not  be  awak'd  !  [Mujick  ceafesx 

Lor.  That  is  the  voice, 
Or  I  am  much  deceived,  of  Portia. 

Por.  He  knows  me  as  the  blind  man  knows  the  cuckow, 
By  the  bad  voice. 

Lor.  Dear  lady,  welcome  home. 

Por.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  hufbands  healths^ 
Which  fpeed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  words. 
Are  they  returned  ? 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet ; 
But  there  is  come  a  meffenger  before, 
To  Jignifie  their  coming. 

POY. 
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Por.  Go,  Neriffa. 
Give  order  to  my  fervants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence  ; 
Nor  you,  Lorenzo  ;  Jejjica,  nor  you.         [A  tucket  founds. 

Lor.  Your  hufband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  trumpet  : 
We  are  no  tell-tales,  Madam,  fear  you  not. 

Por.  This  night,  methinks,  is  but  the  day-light  fick  $ 
It  looks  a  little  paler ;  'tis  a  day, 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  fun  is  hid . 
Enter  BafTanio,  Anthonio,  Gratiano,  and  their  follower u 

Baff.  We  mould  hold  day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  abfence  of  the  fun. 

Por.  Let  me  give  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light  $ 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  hufband, 
And  never  be  Bajfanio  fo  from  me  ; » 
But  God  fort  all !  you're  welcome  home,  my  lord. 

Baff.  I  thank  you,  Madam:  give  welcome  to  my  friend  j 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Anthonio, 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound, 

Por.  You  mould  in  all  fenfe  be  much  Itound  to  him  ; 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 
Anth.  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 
Por.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe  j 
Itmuft  appear  in  other  ways  than  words  ; 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtefie. 

Gra.  By  yonder  moon  I  fwear  you  do  me  wrong  ; 
In  faith  I  gave  it  to  the  Judge's  clerk.  [To  Nerifla. 

j  Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it,  for  my  part, 
Since  you  do  take  it,  love,  fo  much  at  heart  ! 

Por,  A  quarrel,  ho,  already !  what's  the  matter  ? 
Gra.  About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring, 
That  Ihe  did  give  me,  whofe  poefie  was 
For  all  the  world  like  cutler's  poetry 
Upon  a  knife  5  Love  me,  and  leave  me  not. 

Ner.  What  talk  you  of  the  poefie  or  the  value  ? 
You  fwore  to  me,  when  I  did  give  it  you, 
That  you  would  wear  it  till  your  hour  of  death, 
And  that  it  mould  lie  with  you  in  your  grave  : 
Tho'  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oaths, 
I  You  ihould  have  been  refpe&ive,  and  have  kept  it. 

Z  %  Gave 
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Gave  it  a  Judge's  clerk  !  but  well  I  know, 
The  clerk  will  ne'er  wear  hair  on's  face  that  had  itp 
Gra.  He  will,  an  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 
Ner.  Ay,  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 
Gra.  Now,  by  this  hand,  I  gave  it  to  a  youth, 
A  kind  of  boy,  a  little  fcrubbed  boy, 
No  higher  than  thyfelf,  the  judge's  clerk, 
A  prating  boy  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee  : 
I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him. 

Por.  You  were  to  blame,  I  muft  be  plain  with  you, 
To  part  fo  (lightly  with  your  wife's  firftgift, 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  finger, 
And  riveted  with  faith  unto  your  flefh. 
I  gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
Never  to  part  with  it  5  and  here  he  ftacids, 
I  dare  be  (worn  for  him,  he  would  not  leave  it, 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  mafters.    Now  in  faith,  Gratimo^ 
You  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  caufe  of  grief  5 
An  'twere  to  me  I  fhould  be  mad  at  it. 

Bajf.  Why,  I  were  belt  to  cut  my  left  hand  off, 
And  fwear  I  loft  the  ring  defending  it. 

Gra.  My  lord  Bajfanio  gave  his  ring  away 
Unto  the  judge  that  begg'd  it,  and  indeed 
Deferv'd  it  too  ;  and  then  the  boy,  his  clerk, 
That  took  fome  pains  in  writing,  he  begg'd  mine  $ 
And  neither  man  nor  mafter  would  take  ought 
But  the  two  rings. 

Por.  What  ring  gave  you,  my  lord  ? 
Not  that,  I  hope,  which  youreceiv'd  of  me, 

Bajj\  If  I  could  add  a  lie  unto  a  fault, 
J  would  deny  it  j  but  you  fee  my  finger 
Hath  not  the  ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Por.  Even  fo  void  is  your  falfe  heart  of  truth. 
By  heaven  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  bed 
Until  I  fee  the  ring. 

Ner.  Nor  I  in  yours  'till  I  again  fee  mine* 
Baff.  Sweet  Portia, 
If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  ring, 
If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  ring, 
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And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  ring, 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  ring, 
When  naught  would  be  accepted  but  the  ring, 
You  would  abate  the  ftrength  of  your  difpleafuve. 

Por.  If  you  had  known  the  virtue  of  the  ring, 
Or  half  her  worthinefs  that  gave  the  ring, 
Or  your  own  honour  to  retain  the  ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  ring, 
"What  man  is  there  fo  much  unreafonable, 
If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
"With  any  terms  of  zeal,  wanted  the  modefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony  ? 
JNeriffa  teaches  me  what  to  believe : 
1*11  die  for*t,  but  fome  woman  had  the  ring. 

Baff.  No,  by  mine  honour,  Madam,  by  my  foul> 
No  woman  had  it,  but  a  civil  doctor, 
Who  did  refufe  three  thoufand  ducats  of  me, 
And  begg*d  the  ring  5  the  which  I  did  deny  him, 
And  fufFer'd  him  to  go  tiifpleas'd  away  j 
Ev'n  he  that  did  uphold  the  very  life 
Of  my  dear  friend.    What  fhould  I  fay,  fweet  lady  ? 
I  was  enforced  to  fend  it  after  him  j 
I  was  befet  with  lhame  and  courtefie  5 
Aly  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 
So  much  befmear  it.    Pardon  me,  good  lady, 
And  by  thefe  bleffed  candles  of  the  night, 
Had  you  been  there,  I  think  you  would  have  begg'd 
The  ring  of  me,  to  give  the  worthy  doctor. 

Por.  Let  not  that  doctor  e'er  come  near  my  houfe, 
Since  he  hath  got  the  jewel  that  I  lov'd, 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me ; 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you, 
I'll  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have, 
No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  hufband's  bed  5 
Know  him  I  mall,  I  am  well  fure  of  it. 
Lye  not  a  night  from  home ;  watch  me  like  Argu$  : 
Jf  you  do  not,  if  I  be  left  alone, 
Now  by  mine  honour,  which  is  yet  my  own, 
I' 11  have  that  doctor  for  my  bedfellow. 
iVfirt  And  1  his  clerk  5  therefore  heweil  advis'd 
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How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  protection. 

Gra.  Well,  do  you  fo  5  let  me  not  take  him  then  ; 
For  if  I  do,  I'll  mar  the  young  clerk's  pen. 

Antlp,  I  am  th*  unhappy  fubjecr.  of  thefe  quarrels. 

For.  Sir,  grieve  not  you,you  are  welcome  notwithstanding* 

Baff,  Portia,  forgive  me  this  enforced  wrong. 
And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  friends, 
J  fwear  to  thee,  ev'n  by  thine  own  fair  eye3, 
Wherein  I  fee  my  felf  ■  ■  » 

Por.  Mark  you  but  that ! 
In  both  mine  eyes  he  doubjy  fees  himfelff 
In  each  eye  one  ;  fwear  by  your  doubie  felf, 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit ! 

Baff.  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  foul  I  fwear, 
I  never  more  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

Anth.  I  once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  wealth, 
Which  but  for  him  that  had  your  hufband's  ring  [To  Portia, 
Had  quite  mifcarryM.    I  dare  be  bound  again, 
My  foul  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advifedly. 

Por.  Then  you  mall  be  his  furety  ;  give  him  this, 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

Jbith,  Here,  lord  Baffanio,  fwear  to  keep  this  ring, 

Baff,  By  heav'n  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  doctor. 

Por,  I  had  it  of  him  :  pardon  me,  Baffanio  5 
For  by  this  ring  th?  doctor  lay  with  me. 

Ner.  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Gratiano, 
For  that  fame  fcrubbed  boy,  the  doctor's  clerk, 
In  lieu  of  this,  laft  night  did  lye  with  me. 

Gra.  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  high-waja? 
In  lummer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough  : 
What,  are  we  cuckolds  ere  we  have  defervM  it  ? 

Por,  Speak  not  fo  grofly  -y  you  are  all  amaz'd  9 
Here  is  a  letter,  read  it  at  your  leifure  j 
It  comes  from  Padua  from  Bellario : 
There  you  mail  find  that  Portia  was  the  doctor, 
Ncriffa  there,  her  clerk.    Lorenzo  here 
Shall  witnefs  I  fet  forth  as  foon  as  you, 
And  even  but  now  return*  d ;  I  have  not  yet 
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EnterM  my  houfe.    Anthonio,  you  are  welcome, 
And  I  have  better  news  in  More  for  you 
Than  you  expect  ;  unfeal  this  letter  foon, 
There  you  mall  find,  three  of  your  Argofies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  fuddenly. 
You  (hall  not  know  by  what  ftrange  accident 
J  chanced  on  this  letter. 

Anth.  I  am  dumb.  v 

ficjf.  Were  you  the  doctor,  and  I  knew  you  not  ? 

Gra.  Were  you  the  clerk  that  is  to  make  mc^uckola4  > 

Ner.  Ay,  but  the  clerk  that  never  means  to  do  it, 
Unltfs  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

Bajf.  Sweet  doctor,  you  mall  be  my  bedfelrow ; 
When  I  am  abfent,  then  lye  with  my  wife. 

Anth.  Sweet  lady,  you  have  given  me  life  and  living  5 
For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  mips  , 
Are  fafely  come  to  road. 

Por.  How  now,  Lorenzo  f 
My  clerk  hath  fome  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

iWr.  Ay,  and  I'll  give  them  him  without  a  fee* 
There  do  I  give  to  you  and  Jejfica, 
From  the  rich  Jew,  a  fpecial  deed  of  gift, 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  pofiefs'd  of. 

Lor.  Fair  ladies,  you  drop  Manna  in  the  way 
Of  flarved  people. 

Por.  It  is  almoft  morning, 
And  yet  I'm  fure  you  are  not  fatisfyM 
Of  thefe  events  at  full.    Let  us  go  in, 
And  charge  us  there  on  interrogatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfully- 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo  :  the  firft  interrogatory, 
That  my  Nerijja  mall  be  fworn  on,  is, 
Whether  'till  the  next  night  me  had  rather  flay, 
Or  go  to  bed,  now  being  two  hours  to  day. 
But  were  the  day  come,  I  fhould  wifh  it  dark, 
'Till  I  were  couching  with  the  doctor's  c  lerk. 
Well,  while  1  live,  I'll  fear  no  oth  r  thing 
So  (oify  as  keeping  fafe  Neri/fa's  ring. 

[Exeunt  mm* 
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King. 


E  T  Fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives* , 
Live  regifter'd  upon  our  brazen  tombs  f  > 
When,fpight  of  cormorant  devouring  time, 
f  Th'  tndeavour  of  this  prefent  breath  may- 
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That  honour  which  fhall  'bate  his  fcythe's  keen  edge, 
And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 
Therefore,  brave  conquerors,  for  fo  you  are, 
That  war  againft  your  own  affections, 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  defires, 
Our  late  edict:  mail  ftrongly  Hand  in  force  ; 
Navarre  (hall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world, 
Our  court  mail  be  a  little  academy, 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  arts. 
You  three,  Biron,  Dumain  and  Longaville, 
Have  fworn  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me 
My  fellow -fcholars,  and  to  keep  thofe  ftatutes 
That  are  recorded  in  this  fchedule  here. 
Your  oaths  are  paft,  and  now  fubfcribe  your  names : 
That  his  own  hand  may  ftrike  his  honour  down, 
That  violates  the  fmaljeft  branch  herein  : 

If 

*  In  this  Play  are  to  be  perceived  feveral  ftrokes  of  $haksfp**xf 
fen,  but  the  whole  ought  by  no  means  to  pafs tor  tnc  work  ot  jt. 
"J-  brazen  tombs  i 

And  then  grace  us  in  the  difgracc  of  death  ; 
When,  ^pightof  ..&c. 
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If  you  ate  arm'd  to  do  as  fworn  to  do, 
Subfcribeto  your  deep  oaths,  and  keep  them  too. 

Long.  I  am  refolv'd  j  'tis  but  a  thxee  years'  fafts 
The  mind  fhall  banquet,  tho'  the  body  pine  5 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates  ;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankrout  quite  the  wits* 

Dum.  My  loving  lord,  Dumdin  is  mortify'd  ; 
The  grofler  manner  of  thefe  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  world's  baier  ftaves : 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die  j 
With  all  thefe  living  in  philofophy. 

Biron.  I  can  but  fay  their  protestation  over, 
So  much  (dear  Jiege)  J  have  already  fworn, 
That  is,  to  live  and  ftudy  here  three  years  s 
But  there  are  other  ftrict  obfervances  j 
As,  not  to  fee  a  woman  in  that  term, 
Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food, 
And  but  ona  meal  on  every  day  bende ; 
The  which  I  hope  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  then  to  lleep  but  three  hours  in  the  night, 
And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day  ; 
When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night, 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day  j 
Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  talks,  too  hard  to  keep  5 
Not  to  fee  ladies,  ftudy,  faft,  not  lleep. 

King.  Your  oath  is  paft  to  pafs  away  from  thefe. 

Biron.  Let  me  fay  no,  my  liege,  an  if  you  pkafe  ; 
I  only  fwore  to  ftudy  with  your  Grace, 
And  ftay  here  in  your  court  for  three  years  fpace. 

Long*  You  fwore  to  that,  Biron%  and  to  the  reft. 

Biron.  By  yea  and  nay,  Sir,  then  I  fwore  in  jeft. 
What  is  the  end  of  ftudy  ?  let  me  know. 

jfCing.Vfhy,  that  to  know  which  elfe  we  mould  not  know. 

Biron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd  (you  mean)  from  common 
fenfe. 

King.  Ay,  that  is  ftudy' s  god-like  recompence. 
Birqn*  Come  on  then,  I  will  fwear  to  ftudy  fo, 
7»  fcpow  (Jig-  thi *£  I  m  forbid  to  know  j 

As 
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As  thus  ;  to  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine, 

When  I  to  faft  exprefly  am  fore-bid  ; 
Or  ftudy  where  to  meet  Tome  miftrefs  f  ne, 

When  miftreffes  from  common  lenfe  are  hid  t 
Or  having  fworn  too  hard-a- keeping  oath, 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  ftudy' s  gain  be  this,  and  this  be  fo,  ^ 
Study  knows  that  which  yet  it  doth  not  know  :  > 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  fay  no.  «# 

King.  Thefe  be  the  ftops  that  hinder  ftudy  quite, 
And  train  our  intellects  to  vain  delight. 

Biron.  Why,  all  delights  are  -yam,  but  that  moftvaij 
Which,  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain  $ 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book 

To  feek  the  light  of  truth,  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfely  blind  the  eye-light  of  his  look  : 

Light,  feeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile  J 
§p  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darknefs  lyes, 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  lofing  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed, 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye  ; 
Who  dazling  fo,  that  eye  /hall  be  his  heed 

And  give  him  light  that  it  was  blinded  by. 
Study  is,  like  the  Heaven's  glorious  Sun, 

That  will  not  be  deepfearch'd  with  fawcy  looks  $ 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 

Savebafe  authority  from  others'  books. 
Thefe  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights, 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  ftar, 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  ihining  nights, 

Than  thofe  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought  but  fame  > 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

King*  How  well  he's  read,  to  reafon  againft  reading! 

Dum.  Proceeded  well,  to  ftop  all  good  proceeding. 

Long.  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  ftill  let's  grow  the  w  eeding. 

Biron.  The  fpring  is  near, when  green  geefe  are  a  breeding* 

Dum.  How  follows  that  ? 

Biron*  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 

Dum.  In  reafon  aeUung.. 
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Biron.  Something  then  in  rhime. 

Long.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  fneaping  froft, 

That  bites  the  firft-born  infants  of  the  fpring. 
Biron.  Well,  fay  I  am ;  why /hould  proud  fummer  boaft, 
Before  the  birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing  f 
Why  fhould  \  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ? 

At  Cbrifimas  I  no  more  defre  a  rofe, 
Than  wifli  a  fnow  in  May's  new-fangled  earth  : 
But  like  of  each  thing  that  in  feafon  grows. 
So  yon,  to  ftudy  now  it  is  too  Jate, 
Climb  o'er  the  houfe  t'unlcck  the  little  gate. 

King*  Well,  fit  you  out.    Go  home,  Biron  :  Adieu. 
Biron.  No,  my  gocd  lord,  I've  fworn  to  ftay  with  you. 
And  though  I  have  for  barbarifm  fpoke  more, 

Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  you  can  fay, 
Yet  confident  I'll  keep  what  I  have  fwore, 

And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  fame,  n 
And  to  the  ftrict'ft  decrees  I'll  write  my  name.  > 
King.  How  well  this  yielding  refcues  thee  from  fhame  !  ■> 
Biron.  Item,  That  no  woman  ihall  .come  within  a  mile 
of  my  court.  [Reading* 
Hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 
Long,  Four  days  ago. 
Biron.  Let's  fee  the  penalty. 
On  pain  of  lofing  her  tongue  :  [Reading* 
Who  devis'd  this  penalty  ? 
Long.  Marry  that  did  I. 
Biron.  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  penalty. 

Biron.  A  dangerous  law  againft  gentility ! 

Item,  [reading.'}  If  any  man  t  be  feen  to  talk  with  a 
Vroman  within  the  term  of  three  years,  he  mail  endure 
fuch  publick  fhame  as  the  reft  of  the  court  can  pofiibly 
devife. 

This  article,  my  liege,  your  felf  rauft  break  5 
For  wrell  you  know  here  comes  in  embaffy 

The  French  King's  daughter,  with  your  felf  to  fpeak, 
A  maid  of  grace  aad  compleat  majefty, 

About 
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A  Wit  furrender  up  of  Aquitahi 

To  her  decrepit,  fick,  and  bed -rid  father  : 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain, 

Or  vainly  comes  th'  admired  Princefs  hither. 
King.  What  fay  you,  lords  ?  why,  this  was  quite  forgot* 
Biron*  So  ftudy  evermore  is  overfhot, 
While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would, 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  mould  : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moft, 
'Tis  won  as  towns  with  fire  5  fo  won,  fo  loft. 

King.  We  mud  of  force  difpenfe  with  this  decree, 
She  muft  lye  here  on  mere  neceflity. 

Biron.  Neceflity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 
Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three  years'  fpace  % 
For  every  man  with  his  affects  is  Born  : 

Not  by  might  mafter'd,  but  by  fpecial  grace. 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  mall  fpeak  for  me, 
/  am  forjiuorn  on  meer  necejjity. 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  1  write  my  name, 

And  he,  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  degree, 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  fhame. 

Suggeftions  are  to  others  as  to  me  ; 
But  1  believe,  although  I  feem  fo  loth, 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  laft  keep  his  oath. 
But,  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  there  is  5  our  court  you  know  is  haunted 
With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain, 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  faftiions  planted, 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  his  brain  : 
One  whom  the  mufick  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

Doth  ravifh  like  inchanting  harmony  : 
A  man  of  complements,  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chofe  as  umpires  of  their  mutiny. 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  hight, 

For  interim  to  our  ftudies,  mall  relate 
In  high-born  words  the  worth  of  many  a  Knight 
From  tawny  Spain  loft  in  the  world's  debate  J 
How  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  I  j 
But,  I  proteft,  I  love  to  hear  him  lie, 
And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  rriinftrelfie. 
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Biron.  Armada  is  a  moft  illufcrious  wight, 
A  man  of  6re-new  wo  ';s,  fafbionfs  own  Knight. 

Long.  Cojiard  the  fwam,  and  he,  Hiall  be  our  fport  $ 
And  fo  to  ftudy,  three  years  are  butifliort, 
S  C  E  N  E  II.    Enter  Dull  and  Cofiard  with  a  letter. 

Dull.  Which  is  the  King's  own  perfon  ? 

Biron.  This,  fellow  ;   what  wouldft  ? 

Dull  I  my  ic-lf  reprehend  his  own  perfon,  for  I  am  his 
Grace's  Tharborough  :  but  I  would  fee  his  own  perfon  in 
ilem  and  blood. 

Biron.  This  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Arme,  Arme  commends  you.  There's  vil- 
lainy abroad  :  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 

Coft.  bir,  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching  me. 

King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Biron.  How  low  foever  the  matter,  I  hope  in  God  for 
high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  having  j  God  grant  us  pa- 
tience ! 

Biron.  To  bear,  or  forbear  hearing  ? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly,  Sir,  to  iaugh  moderately,  or 
to  forbear  both. 

Biron.  Well,  Sir,  be  it  as  the  ftile  mall  give  us  caufe. 

Coft.  The  matter  is  to  me,  Sir,  as  concerning  J  aquenetta. 
*The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  with  the  Manor. 

Biron.  Jn  what  m  inner  ? 

Coft.  In  manner,  and  form,  following,  Sir  ;  all  thofe 
three.  I  was  feen  with  her  in  the  Manor-houfe,  fitting 
with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken  following  her  into  the 
park  ;  which,  put  together,  is,  in  manner  and  form  fol* 
lowing.  Now,  Sir,  for  the  manner  :  It  is  the  manner 
of  a  man  to  fpeak  to  a  woman  j  for  the  form,  in  fome 
form. 

Biron.  For  the  following,  Sir  ? 

Coft.  As  it  mail  follow  in  my  correction  5  and  Gcd  de- 
fend the  right ! 
.  King.  Will  you  hear  the  letter  with  attention  ? 

Biron.  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 

Coft.  Such  is  the  fimpiicity  of  man  to  hearken  after  the 
tefh. 

King, 
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King  reads.  Great  deputy,  the  welkin  s  vice-gerent^  and 
file  Nominator  of  Navarre,  my  Joules  earth*  5  God,  and  body's 
f oft  ring  patron  1 

Coft.  Not  a  word  of  Coftard  yet. 

King.  So  it  is-*- 1 — 

Coft.  It  may  be  fo  5  but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo,  he  is,  in  tell- 
ing true,  but  fo,  fo. 
King*  Peace  - 

Coft.  Be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not  fight  t 
King.  No  words  « 

Coft.  Of  other  men's  fecrets,  I  befeech  you. 

King.  So  it  is*  Bejieged  with  fable-colour'1 d  melancholy f 
1  did  commend  the  black  opprefftng  humour  to  the  moft  whole~ 
fome  phyftck  of  thy  health-giving  air  j  and  as  1  am  a  gen- 
tleman,  betook  my  f elf  to  walk:  The  time  when  ?  about  the 
fixth  hour,  when  beafts  moft  graze,  birds  beft  peck,  and  men 
Jit  down  to  that  nouripment  which  is  caW  d  f upper  :  fo  much 
for  the  time  when.  Now  for  the  ground  which  :  which,  I 
mean,  I  walk  upon  5  it  is  ychped,  thy  park.  Then  for  the 
place  where  5  where,  I  mean,  I  did  encounter  that  obfcene, 
and  moftprepofterons  event  that  draweth  from  my  fncw-white 
pen  the  ebon-coloured  ink,  which  here  thou  vicwrft,  beholdeftp 
furveyeft,  or  feeft.  But  to  the  place  where  ;  It  flandeth  north 
north  eafi  and  by  eaft  from  the  weft  corner  of  thy  curious 
knotted  garden.  There  did  I  fee  that  low-fpirited  fwain% 
that  bafe  mi  now  of  thy  mirth,  ■» 

Coft.  Me. 

King.  That  unlettered  fmalUknowing  fiuly 
Coft.  Me. 

King.  That  foalkw  vajfal,— 
Coft.  Still  me. 

King.  Which,  as  I  remember,  higbt  Coftard,—— 
Coft.  O  me  ! 

King.  Sorted  and  confined,  contrary  to  thy  eflablified  pro- 
claimed cdi£l  and  Continent  canony  with  with*-—Q  ufltb 

~—but  with  this  I paffton  to  fay  wherewith  : 

Coft,  With  a  wench. 

King.  With  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve,  a  female  • 
•r  for  thy  more  undcrftanding,  a  woman  ;  him,  I  (as  my  enter* 
tftwri 'd  duty  pricks  mi  w)  have  fent  to  tbse,  to  receive  tht 
A  a  3  tstttt 
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tneed  of  pum'/hment  by  thy  fiveet  grace's  officer,  Anthony 
Dull,  a  man  of  good  repute,  carriage,  bearing  and  efti- 
wnation. 

Dull  Me,  an't  /hall  pleafe  you  :  I  am  Anthony  Dull. 

King.  For  Jaquenetta  (fo  is  d>e  weaker  veflel  call* d) 
which  I  apprehended  ivith  the  aforcfaid  fivain,  I  keep  her  as 
a  vcjfel  of  thy  faw*s  fury,  and  Jhall  at  the  leaf  of  thy  fiveet 
notice  bring  ber  to  trial.  Thine  in  all  complements  of  devoted 
mid  heart-burning  heat  of  duty. 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Biron.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  look'd  for,  but  the  beft 
that  ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay  ;  the  beft  for  the  worft.  But,  firrah,  what 
fay  you  to  this  ? 

Coft.  Sir,  I  ccnfefs  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  } 

Cofl.  I  do  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  little  of 
the  marking  of  it. 

King.  It  was  proclaim'd  a  year's  irrprifonment  to  be 
taken  with  a  wench. 

Coft.  I  was  taken  with  none,  Sir,  I  was  taken  with  a 
damofel. 

King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damofel, 
Coft.  This  was  no  damofel  neither,  Sir,  me  was  a  virgin. 
King.  It  is  fo  varied  too,  for  it  was  proclaim'd  virgin. 
Coft.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity  ;  I  was  taken  with 
$  maid. 

King,  This  maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  Sir. 

Coft.  This  maid  will  ferve  my  turn,  Sir. 

King.  Sir,"  I  will  pronounce  fentence  ;  you  fhall  faft  a 
Week  with  bran  and  water. 

Coft*  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and  porridge. 

King.  And  Don  Armado  mall  be  your  keeper.    My  lord 
"Biron,  fee  him  deiiver'd  o'er, 
And  go  we,  lords  to  put  in  practice  that 

Which  each  to  other  hath  fo  ftrongly  fworn.  [Exeunt* 

Biron.  1*11  lay  nay~head  to  any  good  man's  hat, 
Thefe  oath&  and  laws  wWJ  prove  an  idle  fc^rn. 
Sirrah,  conjecc. 
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Coft,  I  fufTer  for  the  truth,  Sir  :  for  true  it  is,  I  was 
taken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  girl  \  and 
therefore  welcome  the  four  cup  of  profperity  t  affliction  may 
one  day  fmile  again,  and  until  then  fit  thee  down,  forrow. 

[Extunt* 

SCENE    III.    Armado'i  Houfe. 
Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 
Arm.  Boy,  what  lign  is  it  when  a  man  of  gf»at  fpirif 
grows  melanch.  ly  ? 

Moth.  A  great  fign,  Sir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 
Arm.  Why,  fadnefs  is  one  and  the  felf-fame  thing,  dear 
imp. 

Moth,  No,  no#  O  lord  Sir,  no. 

Arm.  How  canft  thou  part  fadnefs  and  melancholy,  my 
tender  Juvenile  ? 

Moth.  By  a  familiar  demonft* ation  of  the  working,  my 
tough  Signior. 

Arm,  Why  tough  Signior  ?  why  tough  Signior  ? 

Moth.  Why  tender  Juvenile  f  why  tender  Jusvenile  f 

Arm,  I  fpoke  it  tender  Juvenile,  as  a  congruent  epithe- 
ton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which  we  may  nomi- 
nate tender. 

Moth.  And  I  tough  Signior,  as  an  appertinent  title  to 
your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 
Arm.  Pretty  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you,  Sir  ?  I  pretty,  and  my  faying 
apt  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 
Arm.  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 
Moth.  Little  pretty,  becaufe  little  ;  wherefore  apt  & 
Arm.  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 
Moth.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife,  mafter  ? 
Arm.  In  thy  condign  praife. 
Moth.  I  will  praife  an  eel  with  the  fame  praife. 
Arm.  What  ?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious. 
Moth.  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  do  fay  thou  art  quick  in  anfwers,  Thouheat'ft 
my  blood. 

Moth.  I  am  anfwer'd,  Sir. 
Ann,  I  love  not  to  be  croft. 

Moth* 
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Moth.  He  fpeaks  contrary,  croiTes  *  love  not  him.  [AJide. 
Arm.  I  have  promised  to  ftudy  three  years  with  thf 
King. 

Moth.  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  Sir. 
Arm.  Impomble. 

Mcth.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 
Arm.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fits  the  fpirit  of  a  tapfter. 
Moth.  You  are  a  gentleman  and  a  gamefter. 
Arm.  I  confefs  both,  they  are  both  the  varnilh  of  a  com- 
pleat  man. 

Moth.  Then  I  am  fure  you  know  how  much  the  grofs 
fum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 

Arm*  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 
1    Moth.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  call  three. 

Arm.  True. 

Moth.  Why,  Sir,  is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  ftudy  ?  now 
here's  three  ftudied  ere  you'll  thrice  wink  5  and  how  eafy 
it  is  to  put  years  to  the  word  three,  and  ftudy  three  years  in 
two  words,  the  dancing-horfe  will  tell  you. 

Arm.  A  moll  fine  figure. 

Moth.  To  prove  you  a  cypher.  [AJide. 

Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confefs  I  am  in  love  ;  and  as  it  is 
bafe  for  a  foldier  to  love,  fo  am  I  in  love  with  a  bafe 
wench.  If  drawing  my  fword  againft  the  humour  of  af- 
fection would  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate  thought  of  it, 
I  would  take  defire  prifoner,  and  ranfom  him  to  any  French 
courtier  for  a  new  devisM  curt' fie.  I  think  it  fcorn  to  figh, 
methinks  I  mould  out-fwear  Cupid.  Comfort  me,  boy : 
what  great  men  have  been  in  love  ? 

Moth.  Hercules,  mafter. 

Arm.  Moft  fweet  Hercules  /  More  authority,  dear  boy, 
name  more  :  and,  fweet  my  child,  let  them  be  men  of 
good  repute  and  carriage. 

Moth.  Sampfon,  mafter,  he  was  a  man  of  good  car- 
riage, great  carriage  5  for  he  carried  the  town-gates  on  his 
back  like  a  porter,  and  he  was  in  love. 

Arm.  O  well-knit  Sampfon,  ftrong-jointed  Sampfon  !  I 
4p  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didft  me  in 

car* 
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carrying  gates.  I  am  in  Jove  too.  "Who  was  Sampfon* 
love,  my  dear  Moth  f 

Moth.  A  woman,  matter. 

Arm.  Of  what  completion  ? 

Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two,  or  one 
of  the  four. 

Arm.  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  completion  ? 

Motb,  Of  the^fea-water  green,  Sir. 

Arm.  Is  that  one-^f  the  four  completions  ? 

Moth,  As  I  have  read,  Sir,  and  the  beft  of  them  too. 

Arm.  Green  indeed  is  the  colour  of  lovers  ;  but  to  have 
a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks  Sampfon  had  fmall  reafon 
for  it.    He  furely  afYeted  her  for  her  wit. 

Motb.  It  was  fo,  Sir,  for  me  had  a  green  wit. 

Arm.  My  love  is  moll  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Moth.  Moft  maculate  thoughts,  mafter,  are  mafk'd  un- 
der fuch  colours. 

Arm.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 

Moth.  My  father's  wit  and  mother's  tongue  afiift  me  ! 

Ann,  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child,  molt  pretty  and  pathe- 
tical. 

Moth.  If  Hie  be  made  of  white  and  red, 

Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known  5 
For  blufhing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred, 

And  fears  by  pale-white  mown  j 
Then  if  fhe  fear,  or  be  to  blame, 

By  this  you  mall  not  know, 
For  ftiil  her  cheeks  poflefs  the  fame, 

Which  native  fhe  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhime,  mafter,  againft  the  reafon  of  white  and 
red. 

Arm.  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King  and  the 
beggar  r* 

Moth.  The  world  was  guilty  of  fuch  a  ballad  fome  three 
ages  fmce,  but,  I  think,  now  'tis  not  to  be  found  ;  or  if  it 
were,  it  would  neither  anfwer  the  writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm.  I  will  have  that  fubjet  newly  writ  o'er,  that  I 
may  example  my  digrefiionby  fome  mighty  prefident.  Boy, 
I  do  love  that  country  girl  that  I  took  in  the  parkwirh  the 
irrational  hind  Cojiard  j  fhe  deferves  well  — 

Motb* 
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Moth.  To  be  whipp'd  ;  and  yet  a  better  love  than  my 
mafter  deferves.  \Afide. 
Arm.  Sing,  boy  j  my  fpirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 
Moth.  And  that's  great  marvel,  loving  a  light  wench. 
Arm.  I  fay,  fing. 

Moth.  Forbear,  'till  this  company  be  paft. 
SCENE    IV.    Enter  Coftard,  Dull,  and  Jaquenetta. 

Dull.  Sir,  the  King's  pleafure  is,  that  you  keep  Coftard 
fafe,  and  you  muft  let  him  take  no  delight,  nor  no  pe- 
nance j  but  he  muft  faft  three  days  a  week.  For  this  dam- 
fel,  I  muft  keep  her  at  the  park,  {he  is  allow 'd  for  the  day- 
wcman.    Fare  you  well. 

Arm.  I  do  betray  my  felf  with  blufliing  :  maid, 

Jaq.  Man. 

Arm.  i  will  vifit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jaq.  That's  here  by. 

Arm.  I  know  where  it  is  fituate. 

Jaq.  Lord,  how  wife  ycu  are  ! 

Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jaq.  With  that  face  ? 

Arm.  I  love  thee. 

Jaq.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

Arm.  And  fo  farewel. 

Jaq.  Fair  weather  after  you  ! 

Dull.  Come,  Jaquenetta,  away.  [Exeunt. 
Arm.  Villain,  thou  fhalt  faft  for  thy  offence  ere  thou  be 
pardoned. 

Cojl.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope  when  I  do  it  I  ftiall  do  it  on  a> 
full  ftomach. 

Arm.  Thou  fhalt  be  heavily  punifri'd, 

CJoft.  I  am  more  bound  to  you  than  your  followers,  for 
they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Arm.  Takeaway  this  villain,  ftiut  him  up. 

Moth.  Come,  you  tranfgrefling  Have,  away. 

Coft.  Let  me  not  be  pent,  up,  Sir,  I  will  be  faft  being 
loofe. 

Moth.  No,  Sir,  that  were  faft  and  loofe  5  thou  ftialt  to 
prifon. 

Coft.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  days  of  defolation 
that  I  have  feen,  fome  ftiall  fee  ■ — - 

Moth, 
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Moth.  What  fliall  fome  fee  ? 

Coft.  Nay,  nothing,  matter  Moth,  but  what  they  look 
upon.  Jt  is  not  for  prifoners  to  be  filent  in  their  words, 
and  therefore  I  will  fay  nothing  -y  I  thank  God,  I  have  as 
little  patience  as  another  man,  and  therefore  I  can  be  quiet. 

[Exit  Moth  with  Coftard. 
Arm.  I  do  afTecl:  the  very  ground  (which  is  bafe)  where 
her  fhoe  (which  is  bafer)  guided  by  her  foot  (which  is  bafeft) 
doth  tread.  I  mall  be  forfworn,  which  is  a  great  argu- 
ment of  falfhood,  if  I  love.  And  how  can  that  be  true 
love,  which  is  falfely  attempted  ?  love  is  a  familiar,  love 
is  a  devil  ;  there  is  no  evil  angel  but  love,  yet  Sampfon  was 
fo  tempted,  and  he  had  an  excellent  ftrength  $  yet  was  -SV- 
lomon  fo  feduced,  and  he  had  a  very  good  wit.  Cupid's  but- 
fhaft  is  too  hard  for  Hercules'  club,  and  therefore  too  much 
odds  for  a  Spaniard's  rapiet ;  the  firft  and  fecond  caufewill 
not  ferve  my  turn  ;  the  PaJJado  he  refpects  not,  the  Duello 
he  regards  not ;  his  difgrace  is  to  be  call'd  boy ;  but  his  glo- 
ry is  to  fubdue  men.  Adieu,  valour  !  ruft,  rapier  !  be  ftill, 
drum  !  for  your  manager  is  in  love  ;  yea,  he  loveth.  Af- 
jfift  me,  fome  extemporal  God  of  rhime,  for  I  am  fure  I 
/hall  turn  fonneteer.  Devife,  wit !  write,  pen  !  for  I  am 
for  whole  volumes  in  folio.  [Exit. 

A  C  T    II.     SCENE  f« 

Before  the  King  of  Navarre's  palace, 
nter  the  Princefs  of  France,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catharine, 
Boyet,  Lords  and  other  attendants. 
Boyet.  "VTO  W,  Madam,  fummon  up  your  deareft  fpirits, 
XN|  Confider  whom  the  King  your  father  fends  j  ^ 
To  whom  he  fends,  and  what's  his  embarTy. 
Your  felf,  held  precious  in  the  world's  elteem, 
To  parley  with  the  fole  inheritor 
Of  all  perfections  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchlefs  Navarre  5  the  plea  of  no  lefs  weight 
Than  Aquitain,  a  dowry  for  a  Queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace, 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear, 
When  me  did  ftarve  the  general  world  be£d?, 
And  prodigally  £ave  them  all  to  you. 
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Prin.  Good  lord  Boyet,  my  beauty,  though  but  mean, 
Needs  not  the  painted  flcurifh  of  your  praiie  j 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  utter' d  by  bafe  fale  of  chapmen's  tongues. 
I  am  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth, 
Than  you  are  willing  to  be  counted  wife, 
In  fpending  thus  your  wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now  to  talk  the  ta/ker  ;  good  Boyet, 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 
Doth  noife  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  avow, 
*  Till  painful  ftudy  mall  out-wear  three  years, 
■No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  court  $ 
Therefore  to  us  feems  it  a  needful  courfe, 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 
To  know  his  pleafure  ;  and  in  that  behalf, 
Bold  of  your  worthinelV,  we  fingle  you 
As  our  beft  moving  fair  fullicitor. 
Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  King  of  France, 
On  ferious  bufinefs,  craving  qujck  difpatch, 
Importunes  perfonal  conference  with  his  Grace* 
Hafte,  fignifie  fo  much,  while  we  attend, 
Like  humble -vifag'd  fuitors,  his  high  will. 

Bcyct,  Proud  of  imployment,  willingly  I  go.  [Exfo 

Prin*  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  fo  3 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 
That  are  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  King  ? 

Lord,  Longaville  is  one. 

Prin,  Know  you  the  man  ? 

Lord.  I  knew  him,  Madam,  at  a  marriage- feaft^ 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques.  Faulconbridge  folemnized. 

Mar,  In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longavil/e, 
A  man  of  fovereign  parts  he  is  efteem'd  ; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms, 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill  that  he  would  well* 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue's  glofs, 
(If  virtue's  glofs  will  ftain  with  any  foil,) 
Is  a  fliarp  wit  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will 5 
Whofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whofe  will  ftill  wills 
It  mould  fpare  none  that  come  within  his  power. 
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Prin.  Some  merry-mocking  lord  belike  ;  is't  fo  ? 
Mar.  They  fay  fo  moft,  that  moft  his  humours  know, 
Prin.  Such  mort-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 
"Who  are  the  reft  ? 

Cath.  The  young  Dumain,  a  well-accomplinYd  youtht 
Of  all,  that  virtue  love,  for  virtue  lov'd. 
Moft  powerful  to  do  harm,  leaft  knowing  ill  j 
For  he  hath  Wit  to  make  an  ill  fhape  good, 
And  fhape  to  win  grace,  tho*  he  had  no  wit. 
I  faw  him  at  the  Duke  AlanKoifs  once, 
And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  faw 
Is  my  report  to  his  great  wcrthinefs. 

Rcf.  Another  of  thefe  ftudents  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  truth ; 
Biron  they  call  him  :  but  a  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hour's  talk  vyithal. 
His  eye  begets  occafion  for  his  wit  5 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catch 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jeft, 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor) 
Delivers  in  luch  apt  and  gracious  words, 
That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales, 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravifhed  ; 
So  fvveet  and  voluble  is  his  difcourfe. 

Prin*  God  blefs  my  ladies,  are  they  all  in  love, 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnifhed 
With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praife  ? 
Mar.  Here  comes  Boyct. 

Enter  BbyeN 
Prin.  Now,  what  admittance,  lord? 
Boyet.  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach  ; 
And  he  and  his  competitors  in  oath 
Were  all  addreft  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady, 
Before  I  came  :  marry,  thus  much  I've  learnt, 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field, 
Like  one  that  comes  here  to  befiege  his  court, 
Than  feek  a  difpenfation  for  his  oath, 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe. 
Here  comes  Navarre. 

V^L.  II-.  Bb  £  C  E  N  2 
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SCENE  II.  f 

Enter  the  King,Longaville,  Dumain,  Biron,  and  Attendants* 

King.  Fair  Princefs,  welcome  to  th'  court  of  Navarre* 

Prin.  Fair  I  give  you  back  again,  and  welcome  I  have 
not  yet :  the  root  of  this  court  is  too  high  to  be  yours,  and 
welcome  to  the  wide  fields  too  bafc  to  be  mine. 

King.  You  mall  be  welcome,  Madam,  to  my  court. 

Prin.  I  will  be  welcome  then  ;  conduct  me  thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  lady,  1  have  fworn  an  oath. 

Prin*  Our  Lady  help  my  lord,  he'll  be  forfworn. 

King.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  Madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin.  Why,  will  {hall  break  its  will,  and  nothing  elfe. 

King.  Your  ladyfhip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin.  Were  my  Lord  fo,  his  ignorance  were  wife, 
Where  now  his  knowledge  muft  prove  ignorance. 
I  Hear  your  GraQe  hath  fworn  out  houfe-keeping ; 
'Tis  deadly  fin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  lord  j 
Not  fin  to  bieak  it. 
But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  fudden  bold  : 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  becometh  me. 
Vouchiafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  coming, 
And  fuddenly  refolve  me  in  my  fuit. 

King.  Madam, 'I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may. 

Prin.  You  will  the  fooner  that  I  were  away, 
for  you'll  prove  perjured  if  you  make  me  flay. 

Biron.  Did  not  I  dance  with  ycu  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Rof.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Biron.  I  know  you  did. 

Rof.  How  needlefs  was  it  then  to  alk  the  queftion  ? 

Biron.  You  mull:  not  be  fo  quick. 

Rof.  'Tis  long  of  you  that  fpur  me  with  fuch  queftions. 

Bircn.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  faft,  'twill  tire, 

Rcf.  Not  'till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire.  * 

Biron.  What  time  a  day  ? 

Rof.  The  hour  that  fools  mould  afk. 

Biron.  Now  fair  befall  your  mafk  ! 

Rof.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers  ! 

Biron.  And  fend  you  many  lovers  ! 

Rof.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none! 

Biron,  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone> 
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King*  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  crowns  j 
Being  but  th'  one  half  of  an  intire  fum, 
Diiburfed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  fay  that  he,  or  we,  as  neither  have, 
Receiv'd  that  fum  ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more  ;  in  furety  of  which, 
One  part  of  Aquitaiii  is  bound  to  us, 
Although  not  valu'd  to  the  mony's  worth : 
If  then  the  king  your  father  will  reftore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  unfatisfy'd, 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitainy 
'  And  hold  fair  friend/hip  with  his  majefty ; 

But  that  it  feems  he  little  purpofeth, 

For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 

An  hundred  thoufand  crowns,  and  not  demands, 

On  payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns, 

To  have  his  title  live  in  Aqnitain  5 

Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal, 

And  have  the  mony  by  our  father  lent, 

Than  Aquitain  fo  gelded  as  it  is. 

Dear  Princefs,  were  not  his  requefts  fo  far 

From  reafon's  yielding,  your  fair  felf  mould  make 

A  yielding  'gainft  fome  reafon  in  my  breaft, 

And  go  well  fatisfied  to  France  again. 

Print  You  do  the  King  my  father  too  much  wrong, 

And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name, 

In  fo  unfeeming  to  confefs  receipt 

Of  that  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paid. 
King,  I  do  proteft  I  never  heard  of  it  \ 

And  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  repay  it  back, 

Or  yield  up  Aquitain, 

Prin.  We  arreft  your  word  : 

Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances 

For  fuch  a  fum,  from  fpecial  officers 

Of  Charles  his  father. 
King.  Satisfie  me  fo. 

Boyet,  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  packet  is  not  come, 
Where  that  and  other  fpecialtJcs  are  bound  : 
To-morrow  you  fhall  have  a  fight  of  them. 

B  b  z  King 
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King.  It  {hall  fuffice  me  ;  at  which  interview, 
All  liberal  reafon  I  will  yield  unto  : 
Mean  time  receive  fuch  welcome  at  my  hand, 
As  honour  without  breach  of  honour  may 
Make  tender  of,  to  thy  true  worthinefs. 
You  may  not  come,  fair  Princefs,  in  my  gates, 
But  here  without  you  lhall  be  fo  received, 
As  you  mall  deem  your  felf  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 
Tho'  fo  deny'd  fair  harbour  in  my  houfe  : 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excufe  me,  and  farewel : 
To-morrow  we  mall  vifit  you  again. 

Prin.  Sweet  health  and  fair  defires  comfort  your  Grace  ! 

King.  Thy  own  wifli  wifh  I  thee  in  every  place.  [Exit* 

Biron.  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own  heart. 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  do  my  commendations  3 
I  would  be  glad  to  fee  it. 

Biron.  I  would  you  heard  it  groan  *.  [Exit. 

Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you,  a  word  ;  what  lady  is  that  fame  ? 

Boyet.  Thebeir  oiAlanfon,  Rofaline  her  name* 

Dum.  A  gallant  lady  5  Morfieur,  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Long.  I  befeech  you,  a  word  :  what  is  flic  in  white  \  ? 

Boyet. 

*  —  beard  it  groan. 
Rof  Is  the  1  foolfick? 
Biron.  Sick  at  the  heart. 
Rof.  Alack,  let  it  blood. 
Birwt.  Wou'd  thatdo  it  good  ? 
Rof  N5y  phyfickfays  ay.  ' 
Biron.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye  ? 
Rof  Notoynt,  with  my  knife. 
Biren.  Now  God  fave  thy  life ! 
Rof  And  yours  from  long  living. 

Rtron.  Icannot  ftay  thank fgiving.  [Exit, 
Dum.  Sir,&c. 

•j*  —  Ihe  in  white  ? 

Boyet.  A  woman  fometimes,  if  youfawherin  the  light. 

Long.  Perchance  l.ght  in  the  light :  I  defire  her  name. 

Boyet.  She  hath  but  one  for  herfelf ;  to  defire  that  were  afliame, 

Ling.  Fray  you,  Sir>  whofe  daughter? 

Bvyet.  Her  mother's,  1  have  heard. 

Long.  G od'sbieffing  on  your  beard  I 

Boyet.  Good  Sir,  be  not  offended, 
She  is  an,  &c. 
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Boyet.  She  is  an  heir  of  Faulconbridge** 
Long.  She  is  a  moft  fweet  lady. 

Boyet.  Not  unlike,  Sir,  that  may  be.  f     [Exit  Long* 
If  my  obfervation  (which  very  feldom  lies) 
Of  the  heart's  ftill  rhetoric^  difclol'ed  with  eyes, 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infeded.** 

*  •--  Faukonbriage. 

Long.  Nay>  my  choller  is  ended: 
She  is,  ore. 

f  —  that  may  be. 

B'iron.  What's  her  name  in  the  cap? 

Bojet.  Catharine  by  good  hap. 

Biron.  Is  (he  wedded  or  no  ? 

Bc^et.  To  her  will, Sir,  or  fo. 

Biron.  You  are  welcome,  Sir,  adieu. 

Boyet.  Fareweito  me,  Sir,  and  welcome  to  you    [Exit  Biron* 
Mar.  That  lafl  is  Biron,  the  merry  nud  cap  lord; 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  j e ft. 
Boyet.  And  every  jell  but  a  word. 

'Prm.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his  word. 

Boyet.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple  as  he  was  to  board. 

Mar.  Two  hot  ftiecps,  many. 

Boyet.  And  wherefore  not  mips? 
No  (beep  (fweet  lamb)  unlcfs  we  feed  on  your  lips. 

Mar.  You  flieep,  and  I  paiture  ;  mall  that  finim  the jeft? 

Boyet.  So  you  grant  pa'iure  tor  me. 

Mar.  Not  fo,  gentle  bealt  J 
My  lips  are  no  common,  though  fcveral  they  be. 

Boyot.  Belonging  to  whom? 

Mar.  To  my  fortunes  and  ire. 

Trht.  Gopd  wits  will  bejan^ling;  hut  gentles  agree. 
This  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  us'd 
On  Navarre  and  his  book-men  3  fur  here  'tisabu&'d. 

Boyet.  If  my,  &c. 
**  —  is  infeacd. 

Trim.  With  what  ? 

Boyet.  With  that  which  we  lovers  IntitleafTecl^d. 
Tr'm.  Your  reafon  ? 

Boyet.  Why  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their  retire 

To  tnpcourtol  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  deftre; 

His  heart  like  an  agat  with  your  print  an, -relied  ; 

Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  cxpreilcd  j 

H.s  tong  c  all  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee, 

Did  (tumble  with  halte  in  his  eye-fight  to  be: 

AH  fenfes  to  that  fenfe  did  make  the. r  repair, 

To  feel  only  looking  on  fat reft  of  far; 

Metho-ight  ail  his  fenfes  were  Inck'd  in  his  eye, 

As  jewels  in  chryftal  for  l'ome  Prince  to  buy  J 

Who  tendring  their  own  worth  fro  1  wiicn.e  they  were  5 1 .3 fr ♦ 

Did  point  out  to  buy  them,  si         \  you  pad, 

B  b  3  Hi, 
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ico/.Thou  art  an  old  love- monger,  and  fpeakeft  fkilfully. 
Mar.  He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,  andlearns  news  of  him. 
Rof.  Then  was  Venm  like  her  mother,  for  her  father  is 
but  grim. 

(    Boyet .  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wencfces  ? 
Mar.  No. 

Boyet.  What  then  ?  do  you  fee  ? 
Rof.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 
[  Boyet,  You  are  tco  hard  for  me.  [Exeunt. 

ACT    III.    S  C  E  N  E  i 

The  P  A  R  K.  , 
Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 
SONG. 

&m."l  T|  TArble,  child,  make  pafiionate  my  fenfe  of 
VV  hearing. 

Moth.  Concolincl   [Singing* 

A-m.  Sweet  air!  go,    tendernefs  of  years  ;   take  this 

Icey,  give  inlargement  to  the  fwain  ;  bring  him  feftinately 

hither  :  I  mu/t  employ  him  in  a  letter  to  my  love. 

Moth.  Mafter,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French 

trawl  ? 

Arm.  How  mean'ft  thou,  brawling  in  French  f 
Moth.  No,  my  compleat  matter,  but  to  jig  off  a  tune  at 
the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your  feet,  humour  it 
with  turning  up  your  eyelids  5  figh  a  note  and  fmg  a  note, 
fometimes  through  the  throat,  as  if  you  fwallow'd  love  with 
Zinging  love  j  fometime  through  the  nofe,  as  if  you  muft 
up  love  by  fmelhng  love  5  with  your  hat  penthoufe  like  o'er 
the  mop  of  your  eyes  3  with  your  arms  croft  cn  your  thin- 
belly  doublet,  like  a  rabbet  on  a  fpit  ;  or  your  hands  in 
your  pocket,  like  a  man  after  the  old  painting  5  and  keep 
not  too  long  in  one  tune,  but  a  fnip  and  away  :  thefe  are 

'complifhments 

His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  fuch  amazes, 

That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  inchanted  with  gaz.es: 

I'll  give  you  Aquitain,  and  all  that  is  his, 

And  you  give  him  for  my  fake  butone  loving  ki  fs. 
IPrin.  Cometo  our  pavilion,  Boyet  is  difpou'd  ---- 
Boyet.  Buttofpeak  that  in  words  which  his  eye  hath  difclos'da 

I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  hiseye, 

By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie* 
Mef.  Thou  art,dc. 
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'compli  foments,  thefe  are  humours,  thefe  betray  nice  wen- 
ches that  would  be  betray'd  without  thefe,  and  make  them 
men  of  note,  (do  you  note  me  ?)  that  moft  are  affected  to 
thefe. 

Arm.  How  haft  thou  purchas'd  this  experience  ? 
Moth.  By  my  penny  of  obfervation* 

Arm.  But  O,  but  O  

Moth.  The  hobby -horfe  is  forgot.  * 
Arm.  CalPft  thou  my  love  a  hobby-horfe  ? 
Moth.  No,  mafter  ;  the  hobby-horfe  is  but  a  colt,  and 
your  love  perhaps  a  hackney :  but  have  you  forgot  your  love  ? 
Ann.  Almoft  I  had. 

Moth.  Negligent  ftudent !  learn  her  by  heart. 
Arm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 
Moth.  And  out  of  heart,  matter  :  all  thofe  three  I  will 
prove. 

Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Moth*  A  man,  if  I  live  5  And  this  by,  in,  and  out  of, 
upon  the  inftant  :  by  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe  your  heart 
cannot  come  by  her  5  in  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe  your 
heart  is  in  love  with  her  5  and  out  of  heart  you  love  her, 
being  out  of  heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy  her. 

Arm.  I  am  all  thefe  three. 

Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  more  \  and  yet  nothing 
at  all. 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  fwain,  he  muft  carry  me  a  letter* 

Moth.  A  mefTage  well  fympathiz'd  j  a  horfe  to  be  em- 
bafiador  for  an  afs.  [Afide, 
I    Arm.  Ha,  ha  ;  what  fay' ft  thou  ? 

Moth.  Marry,  Sir,  you  muft  fend  the  afs  upon  the  horfe, 
for  he  is  very  flow -gated  :  but  I  go. 

Ann.  The  way  is  but  fhort  j  away. 

Moth.  As  fwift  as  lead,  Sir. 

A'm.  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull  and  How  ? 

Moth.  Minime,  honeft  mafter,  or  rather,  mafter,  no. 

Arm.  I  fay,  lead  is  How. 

Moth.  You  are  too  fwift,  Sir,  to  fay  fo. 
Is  that  lead  flow,  Sir,  which  is  fir'd  from  a  gun  ? 

jirm.  Sweet  fmoak  of  rhctorick  ! 

He 

*  The  burthen  of  an  oJd  fong. 
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He  reputes  me  a  cannon  ;  and  the  bullet,  that's  he  : 
I  ftoot  thee  at  the  fwain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  fly.  [Exit. 

Arm.  A  moft  acute  ywvenile,  voluble  and  free  of  grace  ;  f 
By  thy  favour  fweet  welkin,  I  muft  figh  in  thy  face.  > 
Moft  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place.  \ 
My  herald  is  return'd. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Moth  and  Coftard  *. 

I  give  thee  thy  liberty,  fet  thee  from  durance,  and  in 
lieu  thereof  impofe  on  thee  nothing  but  this  $  bear  this 

*  and  Coftard. 

Moth.  A  wonder,  matter,  here's  a  Ccjlard  broken  in  a  fliin. 

Arm.  Some  enigma,  fo.ue  riddle;  come,  thy  V envoy  begin. 

Cojl.  Noegma,  no-riddle,  noTw-^,  no  falve,  in  the  male,  Sir, 
O  Sir,  plantan,  a  plain  plantan  ,■  no/Va-w?;,  no  fenvoyt  or  falve,  Sir, 
butplantan.  ' 

Arm.  By  virtue,  thou  enforceft  laughter,  thy  filly  thought,  my 
fplcen,  the  heaving  of  my  lungs  provokes  me  to  ridiculous  fmiling  : 

0  pardon  me,  my  ftars!  doth  the  inconsiderate  take  falve  for I'envoy, 
and  the  word  I* envoy  for  a  falve  ? 

Moth.  Bo  the  wife  think  them  other,  is  not  V  envoy  a.  falve? 
Arm.  No,  page,  it  isan  epilogue  or  difeourfc,  tomakeplain 
Some  obfeure  precedence  that  hath  toforebeen  fain. 

1  will  example  it.  Now  will  I  begin  your  moral,  and  do  you  follow 

with  my  l*  envoy. 
The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  (till  at  odds,  beingbut  three. 
There's  the  moral,  now  the  V envoy. 

Moth.  I  will  add  the  f  envoy;  fay  the  moral  again, 

.^w.Thefox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  ftillat  odds,  being  but  three. 

Moth.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door, 
And  itay'tltheoddsby  adding  four. 

A  goodfenvoy,  endinginthe  gcofe  ;  would  you  defircmore?. 

Coji.  Thcboyhath  ibid  him  a  bargain  5  a  goofe  that'*  flat  j 
Sir,  yourpenny-worth  isgood,  an  your  goofe  be  fat. 
To  fell  a  bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as  fad  and  loofe. 
Let  me  fee  a  fat  V envoy  $  J,  that's  a  fat  goofe. 

Arm.  Come  hither,  come  hither ; 
How  did  this  argument  begin  ? 

Moth.  By  faying  that  a  Cojlard  was  broken  in  a  fliin. 
Then  call'd  you  for  a  f  envoy. 

Coft.  True,  and  I  for  a  plantan  j 
Thus  came  your  argument  in  ; 

Then  theboy's fat P envoy*  thegoofethat  you  bought, 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

k-  Arm.  But  tell  me;  how  was  there  aCoJIord  broken  in  aihin? 
Moth,  i  will  tell  you  fenfibiy.  p  Cojl. 
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fignificant  to  the  country-maid  Jaquenttta  ;  there  is  remu- 
neration j  for  the  beft  ward  of  mine  honours  is  rewarding 
my  dependants.    Moth,  follow.-  [Exit, 

Moth.  Like  the  fequel,  I.  Signior  Coftard,  adieu !  [Exit, 

Coft,  My  fweet  ounce  of  man's  flefli,  my  ink-horn, 
adieu !  now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remunera- 
tion, O,  that's  the  latin  word  for  three  farthings :  three 
farthings,  remuneration  :  What's  the  price  of  this  incle  ? 
a  penny  :  No,  I'll  give  you  a  remuneration  :  why,  it  carries 
it.  Remuneration!  why,  it  is  a  fairer  name  than  a  French- 
crown.  I  will  never  buy  and  fell  out  of  this  word. 
SCENE    III.     Enter  Biron. 

Biron.  O  my  good  knave  Coftard,  exceedingly  well  met. 

Coft,  Pray  you,  Sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon  may  a 
man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron,  "What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Coft,  Marry,  Sir,  half-penny  farthing. 

Biron.  O,  why  then  three  farthings  worth  of  filk. 

Coft.  I  thank  your  worfhip  ;  God  be  with  you  I 

Biron.  O  ftay,  flave,  I  mull  employ  thee : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  my  good  knave, 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  mall  intreat. 

Coft,  "When  would  you  have  it  done,  Sir  ? 

Biron.  O,  this  afternoon. 

Coft.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  Sir :  fare  you  well. 

Biron.  O,  thou  knc  welt  not  what  it  is. 

Coft.  I  mall  know,  Sir,  when  I  have  done  it, 

Biron.  Why,  villain,  thou  muft  know  firft. 

Coft.  I  will  come  to  your  worfhip  to-morrow  morning. 

Cojf.  Thou  haft  no  f.eling  of  it,  Moth, 
I  will  fpeak  thai? envoy. 
ICoftard  running  out,  that  was  fafely  within, 
Fell  over  the  threfhold,  and  broke  my  fhin. 

Slrm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 

Co/l.  'Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  fhin. 

jfrm.  Sirrah,  Cojinrd%  I  will  infranchifc  thee. 

Cojt.  O  marry  me  to  one  Frsmcistl  frnell  fomc  V envoy,  fome  goofe 
in  this. 

jinn.  By  my  fweet  foul,  I  mean,  fetting  theeat  liberty.  Enfrec- 
doming  thy  perfon:  thou  wcrt  immur'd,  retrained,  captivated, 
1)ound. 

Coft.  True,  true,  and  now  you  will  be  my  purgation,  and  let 
me  loofe. 

Arm,  I  give,  &c,  Bh$»* 
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Biron.  It  muft  be  done  this  afternoon. 
Hark,  flave,  it  is  but  this  : 
The  Princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park  : 
And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady ; 
When  tongues  fpeak  fweetly,  then  they  name  her  name, 
And  Rofaline  they  call  her;  afk  for  her, 
And  to  her  white  hand  fee  thou  do  commend 
This  feal'd  up  counfel.    There's  thy  guerdon  ;  go. 

Coji.  Guerdon,  O  fweet  guerdon  !  better  than  remunera- 
tion, eleven  pence  farthing  better  :  moft  fweet  guerdon  !  I 

will  do  it,  Sir,  in  print.    Guerdon,   remuneration.*— 

[Exit. 

Biron.  O  !  and  I, 
Forfooth,  in  love !  I  that  have  been  love's  whip 5 
A  very  beadle  to  an  amorous  figh; 
A  critick  ;  nay,  a  night-watch  conftable  ; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy, 
Than  whom  no  mortal  more  raagnificent. 
This  whimp'ring,  whining,  purblind  wayward  boy, 
This  fenior-junior,  giant -dwarf,  Dan  Cupid, 
Regent  of  love-rhimes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 
Th*  anointed  Sovereign  of  fighs  and  groans ; 
Liege  of  all  loyterers  and  malecontents : 
Dread  Prince  of  plackets,  King  of  codpieees : 
Sole  imperator,  and  great  general 
Of  trotting  parators  :  (O  my  little  heart!) 
And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  file, 
And  wear  his  colours,  like  a  tumbler's  hoop ! 
"What  ?  I  love  !  I  fue  !  what  ?  I  feek  a  wife ! 
A  woman!  that  is  like  a  German  clock> 
Still  a  repairing,  ever  out  of  frame, 
And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch, 
But  being  watch'd,  that  it  may  ftill  go  right. 
Nay,  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worft  of  all : 
And  among  three,  to  love  the  word  of  all! 
A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 
With  two  pitch  balls  ftuck  in  her  face  for  eyes, 
Ay,  and  by  heav'n^  one  that  will  do  the  deed, 
Tho'  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard  j 
And  I  to  figh.  for  her!  to  watch  for  her! 
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To  pray  for  her !  go  to  :  it  is  a  plague 
That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  neglect 
Qf  his  almighty,  dreadful,  little,  might. 
Well,  I  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue  and  groan : 
Some  men  rauft  love  my  lady,  and  fome  Joan.  [Exit. 
ACT   IV.    SCENE  I. 
A  Pavilion  in  the  Park  near  the  Palace. 
Enter  the  Princejs,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catharine,  Lords,  At- 
tendants, and  a  Forejier, 
Prin.\ ~X  TAS  that  the  King  that  fpurrM  his  horfe  fohar-O. 
V  V    Againft  the  fteep  uprifing  of  the  hill  ? 

Boyet.  I  know  not,  but  I  think  it  was  not  he. 

Prin.  Who-e'er  he  was,  he  fhew'd  a  mounting  mind. 
Well,  lords,  to-day  we  fhall  have  our  difpatch, 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. 
Then,  Forefter,  my  friend,  where  is  the  buffi 
That  we  muft  ftand  and  play  the  murtherer  in  ? 

For.  Hard  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice, 
A  ftand,  where  you  may  make  the  faireft  {hoot.  * 

*  —  chc  faireft  fhoot. 

Tr'm.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair  that  flioct, 
And  thereupon  thou  fpcak'ft  the  faireft  Ihoot. 

For.  Pardon  me,  Madam,  for  I  meant  not  fo  f 

Tr'm.  What,  what?  firft  praife  me,  then  aga;n  fay  no? 
O  (hort  liv'd  pride!  not  fair?  alack  for  wo! 

For.  Yes,  Madam,  fair. 

'Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now, 
Where  fair  is  not,  pfaifci  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glafs,  take  this  for  telling  true  9 
Fair  payment  for  loui  words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  hue  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

Trm.  Sec,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  merit. 
O  hcrefie  m  fair,  /it  tor  thefe  days, 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  (hall  have  fair  praift. 
But  come,  the  bow;  now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  ihoo:ing  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  fave  n  y  credit  in  the  {hoot, 
Not  woi.nding,  pity  would  not  let  me  do*t : 
If  woundmg,  then  it  was  to  {hew  my  skill, 
That  mere  for  praife  than  purpofe  meant  to  kill. 
And  out  of  queftion,  fo  it  is  lomctimes, 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  dctefted  crime?, 
When  lor  lame's  f  ke,  for  praife,  an  outward  part* 
We  bend  to  that   the  wuikng  of  the  heart. 
As  1  for  praife  alone  now  feek  Co  frill 
The  poor  deer's  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  i'l. 

8  a  iff . 
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Enter  Coftard. 
Boyet.  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  commonwealth.  * 
Coft.  I  have  a  letter  from  Mcnfieur  Biron,  to  one  lady 
Kof aline. 

Prin.  O  thy  letter,  thy  letter:  he's  a  good  friend  of  mine. 
Stand  afide,  good  bearer.    Boyet,  you  can  carve, 
Break  up  this  capon. \ 

Boyet.  I  am  bound  to  ferve. 
This  letter  is  miftook,  it  importeth  none  here  ; 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

Prin.  We  will  read  it,  I  fwear. 
Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  ear. 
Boyet  reads. 

By  heav'n,  that  thou  art  fair,  is  moft  infallible  ;  true, 
that  thou  art  beauteous 3  truth  it  felf,  that  thou  art  lovely; 
more  fairer  than  fair,  beautiful  than  beauteous,  truer  than 
truth  it  felf;  have  commiferation  on  thy  hercical  vaflal. 
The  magnanimous  and  moft  illuftrate  King  Cophetua  fet  eye 
upon  the  pernicious  and  indubitate  beggar  Zenelopbon  j  and 
he  it  was  that  might  rightly  fay,  veniy  njidi,  met  j  which 
to  anatomize  in  the  vulgar,  (O  bafe  and  obfeure  vulgar  !) 
'videlicet,  he  came,  faw,  and  overcame  5  he  came,  one, 
faw,  two, overcame,  three.  Who  came?  the  King.  Why 
did  he  come  ?  to  fee.    Why  did  he  fee  ?  to  overcome.  T0 

Boyet.  Do  not  cudl  wives  hold  that  felf  fovereignty 
Only  for  praife'  fake  when  they  ftrivc  to  be 
LorU  o'er  their  lords? 

Tun.  Only  for  praife,  and  praife  we  may  afford 
To  any  lady  that  fubdues  her  lord, 
tinier  Coltaid. 

*  .....  common-wealth 

Coft.  God  dig-you-den  a!!,  pray  you,  which  is  the  head  lady* 
Tr'm.  Thou  {halt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  red  that  have  no  heads. 
Coft.  Which  is  the  greateft  l?.dy,  the  higheft? 
Tr'm.  The  thickeft  and  the  tallcft. 

Coft.  The  thickeft  and  the  tallert?  it  is  fo,  truth  is  truth. 
An  your  wafle,  fniflrefs,  were  as  (lender  as  my  wit, 
One  a  thefe  maids  girdles  for  your  wade  fliould  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman?  you  are  the  thickeft  here. 

Tr'm.  What's  your  will,  Sir?  what's  your  will? 

Cod.  I  have,  &c. 

f  Meaning  the  letter,  as  fonlet  in  French  figoifiw  both  a  cbickfa 
and  a  true  kttcr. 

whom 
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xvhom  came  he  ?  to  the  beggar.  What  fawhe ;  the  beggar 
Whom  overcame  he  ?  the  beggar.  The  conclufion  is  vic- 
tory ;  on  whofe  fide  ?  the  King's  •  the  captive  is  inrich'd  - 
on  whofe  fide  ?  the  beggar's.  The  cataftrophe  is  a  nuptial  \ 
on  whofe  fide  3  the  King's  ?  no,  on  both  in  one,  or  one  in 
both  :  I  am  the  King,  (for  fo  ftands  the  comparifon)  thou 
the  beggar,  tor  fo  witnefleth  thy  lowimefs.  Shall  I  com- 
mand thy  love  ?  I  may.  Shall  I  enforce  thy  love  >  I  could. 
Shall  I  entreat  thy  love  ?  I  will.  What  malt  thou  ex- 
change for  rags  ?  robes  5  for  tittles  ?  titles  ;  for  thy  felf  > 
me.  Thus  expecting  thy  reply,  I  prophane  my  lips  on  thy 
foot,  my  eyes  on  thy  pidure,  and  my  heart  on  thy  every  pan. 
Thine  in  the  deareft  defign  cfinduftrj, 

'  ,  E>oa  Adrianode  Arirudo. 

Thus  dolt  thou  near  the  Nemean  lion  roar 

'Gainft  thee,  thou  lamb,  that  ftandefi  as  his  prev  - 
Submifiive  fail  his  princely  feet  before, 

And  he  from  fenge  will  incline  to  play. 
But  if  thou  ftrive  (poorfoulj  what  art  thou  then  ? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repafture  for  hio  den. 

Prin.  What  plume  offeathers  is  he  that  indited  this  letter  > 
What  vane  ?  what  weathercock  ?  did  you  ever  hear  better  ? 

Bcyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  [  remember  the  ftile. 

Prin.  Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  ere  while. 

Boyet.TkiB  Armada  is  a  Spaniard  that  keeps  here  in  court, 
A  phantafme,  a  mammuccio,  and  one  that  makes  fport 
To  the  Prince  and  his  book- mates. 

Prin,  Thou  fellow,  a  word. 
Who  gave  thee  .this  letter  ? 

Coft.  I  told  you,  my  Lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  fhould'ft  thou  give  it  ? 

Coft.  From  my  lord  to  my  lady. 

Prin.  From  which  lord  to  which  lady  ? 

Coft.  From  my  lord  Ber&wn,  a  good  matter  of  mine, 
To  a  lady  of  France  that  he  calFd  Rofaline. 

Prin.  Thou  haft  miftaken  his  letter.  Come,  lords,  awav. 
Here,  fweet,  put  up  this,  'twill  be  thine  another  day  *. ' 

[Exeunt. 

*  anotherdjy. 

Bcyet.  Whoisthcflwotcr?  who  isrhcfliootcr  ? 

V  O  L,  U.  C  c  fi*f. 
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SCENE    II.       [Shoot  within.] 
Enter  Dull,  Holofernes,  and  Nathaniel. 

Nath.  Very  reverent  fport  truly,  and  done  in  the  teftl- 
mony  of  a  good  conscience. 

Hoi.  The  deer  was  (as  you  know)  fanguis  in  blood,  ripe 
as  a  pomwater,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  jewel  in  the  ear  of 
Ccelo  the  iky,  the  welkin,  the  heav'n,  and  anonfalleth  like 
a  crab  pn  the  face  of  Terra,  the  foil,  the  land,  the  earth. 

Jlof.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 

Sojtt.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 

Rof.  Why,  flic  that  bears  the  bow.    Finely  put  off. 

Boyet.  My  lad/  goes  to  kill  horn?,  but  if  thou  many, 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mifcarry. 
Finely  put  on. 

Rof.  Well  then,  I  am  the  (hooter. 

Bnyct,  And  who  is  your  Deer? 

Rof  If  we  choofeby  horns,  your  f-lf  j  come  not  near. 
Finely  put  on  indeed. 

Afar.  You  flil!  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and  (heflrikesat  the  brow. 
Boyet.  But  IhehciTelf  is  hit  lower.    Have  I  hie  her  now  ? 
Rof,  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  faying,  that  was  a  man 
when  K'-.n^Tifph;  of  France  was  a  little  boy,  as  inoctiwlg  the  bit  it? 

Boyet  So  I  mayanfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that  waa  a  woman 
when  Q.GuiwVer  of  Britain  was  a  I  {tic  wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Rof  Thou  can'it  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it. 
Thou  canft  not  hit  ir,  my  go  od  man. 

Rojet.  I  cannot,  cannot,  caonot. 
An  I  cannot)  another  can.  [.r:.-.;/.  Ra' . 

Cft.  By  my  troth,  molt  plcafanr,  hov/  both  did  fit  it. 
M4r.  A  mark  marvellous  well  fhot ;  tor  they  both  did  hit  it. 
Boyct.  A  mark,  O,  mark  but  that  mark!  a  mark,  fays  my  la  'y. 
Let  the  mark  have  a  pric  k  in't,  to  meet  at,  if  ic  may  be. 
Mar.  Wide  o'th*  bow  hand,  i' faith  your  harfi  is  our, 
Coft.  Indeed  a'  mull  fhoot  nearer,  or  he'll  ne'er  hit  the  clout. 
Bo)ct.  And  if  my  hand  be  o-.ir,  then  belike  your  hand  is  in. 
Coft.  Then  will  flic  get  the  upfhot  by  cleaving  the  p  n. 
Mrr.  Come,  come,  you  taik  t  reafily,  your  l.ps  grow  foul. 
Of.  ShVs  too  hard  for  you  at  prick?,  Sir,  chal'eni'e  her  to  bowl. 
Boyet.  I  fear  too  mueri  rubbing  ;  good  night,  my  good  owl. 
Oft.  By  my  fou!>  a  fw-iin,  a  moft  fimple  clown. 
Lord,  Lord!  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  d  wni 
0'my  rroch,  molt  fweet  jc.'*s,  mo't  incony  vulvar  wit, 
When  it  comes  fo  fmoothly  eff,  fo  obfrencly,  as  it  were,  fo  fit. 
jfrmads  o'th*  one  fide,  O,  a  mo. I  dainty  man. 
To  fee  h;m  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan. 
To  fee  him  kifs  his  hand,  and  how  mod  fweetly  he  will  fwcai  : 
And  his  pageo'th*  other  fi  le  that  handful  of  wit» 
Ah,  heavens'  it  is  a  malt  pathetic*!  au> 

Sfcwls,  fowlai  Km!}- 
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wasabuckofthefirfthead.  but>  Su,  I  allure  ye,  k 
•  Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  baud  credo. 

af 'bZT  K  T  "  ^f"*.  '^^s  a  pricket. 

//»/.  Moft  barbarous  intimation  :  vet  a  kind \e-  r 
ation,  as  it  were  »  ™  in  wav  "f^xol  Catl0n  Z^"11- 
xt  were)  rep]ication  orW^f  toTi^T'  35 

prieket.        '  *"  ^  WaS  "0t  a  'twas  a 

^^S3S£  Sv  ° thou 

WttSft£S«£±  ^daimiesthat  are 
«.  drunk  ink.  ^Sff^^Sl^ 

And  fuch  barren  plants  are  fet  before  us,  £  ^  thankfu, 

^nle S  W  ^  fel  «°  us 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indifcrcet,  or  a 

zrzt the  nher> that  '--"wind. 

old  as  yet  ?  ' that  S  not  five  weeks 

z>,*,aMj  g00d.man  ^  good_man 

Natb  A .  titk  to  fh.bc,  t0  Luna,  to  the  Mo;,,. 

moTe?"        3  m°nth  °ld  When  was  "O 

And  raught  not  to  five  weeks  when  he  came  to  fivefcorc 
Th  allufion  holds  in  the  exchange.  nveicorc. 


C  c  a 


Dull. 
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Dull.  'Tis  true  indeed,  the  collufion  holds  in  the  ex- 
change. 

Hoi.  God  comfort  thy  capacity  !  I  fay,  the  allufion  holds 
in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  fay,  the  pollution  holds  in  the  exchange  ; 
for  the,  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old  ;  and  I  fay  befide, 
that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  Princefs  kill'd. 

Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniely  will  you  hear  an  extemporal  epitaph 
on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and  to  humour  the  ignorant, 
I  have  callM  the  deer  the  Princefs  kill'd,  a  pricket. 

Natb.  Perge,  good  mafter  Holofrnes,  perge,  fo  it  fhall 
pleafe  you  to  abrogate  fcurrility. 

Hoi.  I  will  fomething  afte£t  the  letter,  for  it  argues 
facility. 

The  praifeful  Princefs  pier? d  andprickt 

A  pretty  plcafmg  pricket. 
Some  fay  a  fore,  but  not  a  fore, 

""Till  noiv  made  fore  with  Jhooting* 
The  dogs  did  yell,  put  L  to  fore, 
Then  forel  jumpt  fr:m  thicket  5 
Or  pricket -fore,  or  elf e  for  el, 
The  people  fall  a  hooting. 
If  fore  to  fore,  then  L  to  fore9 
Makes  fifty  fores,  0  for  el  / 
Of  one  fore  Ian  hundred  make. 
By  adding  but  one  more  L. 
Natb.  A  rare  talent !  . 
Dull.  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws  him  with 
a  talent. 

Hoi.  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  fimple,  fimple 't  a  foolifli 
extravagant  fpirit,  full  of  forms,  figures,  fhapes,  objects, 
ideas,  apprehenfions,  motions,  revolutions.  Thefe  are  be- 
got in  the  ventricle  of  memory,  nouriuVd  in  the  w^mb  of 
pia  mater,  and  deliverM  upon  the  mellowing  of  occafion  ; 
but  the  gift  is  good  in  thofe  in  whom  it  is  acute,  and  I  ami 
thankful  for  it. 

Natb.  Sir,  I  praife  the  Lord  for  you,  and  fo  may  my; 
parifhioners,  for  their  fons  are  well  tutored  by  you,  and 
their  daughters  p*rofit  very  greatly  under  you  5  you  are  f 
good  member  of  the  commonwealth. 

Hoi. 
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Hoi  Mebercle,  if  their  fons  be  ingenuous,  they  fhnli 
want  no  mnVu&ton  :  if  their  daughters  be  capable,  I  will 
put  it  to  them.  But  virfapit,  qui  pauca  loquitur  5  a  foul 
feminine  faiuteth  us.  *  1 

S  C  E  N  E    IJL    Enter  Jaquenetra  and  Coftard. 
God  give  you  good  morrow,  matter  parfon  * 
Good  matter  parfon,  be  fo  good  as  readme  this  letter  -  it 
was  given  me  by  Coftavd,  and  fent  me  from  Don  Armafa. 
I  befeechyou,  read  it.  [Nathaniel  reads  ro  bimfelf. 

Hoi.  taujhprecoi*  gelida  quando  pecus  •omne  fuk  umbra 
ruminat    and  fo  forth.    Ah,  good  old  MaMuqnf,  1  may 
Ipeak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Feme*  j 
negia  /  p»  «*«  *  W/,  «"  M«  G]d  o]d 

Ttf^W  Who  underltandcth  thee  not,  loves  the*  not. 
ut  re  folia  mi  fa.  Under  pardon,  $ir,what  are  the  contents? 
or  rather,  as  Horace  fays  in  his— What  i  mv  foul !  verfes  i 

Natb.  Ay,  Sir,  and  very  learned. 

Hoi  Let  me  hear  a  ftaff,  a  ftanza,  a  verfe  ;  Lege,Domine. 

iWUf  love  make  meforfworn.hcw  mall  I  fwear  to  love 

Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'd  - 
Though  tomyfelf  forfworn,  to  thee  I'll  faithful  prove, 

Thefe  thoughts  to  me  were  caks,  to  thee  like  ofiers  bowM. 
Study  his  biafs  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes  : 

Where  all  thole  pleafures  live  that  art  would  comprehend: 
It  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  fhall  fuffice 

Welllearned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  commend. 
All  ignorant  that  Soul,  that  fees  thee  without  wonder : 
P  Which  is  to  me  fome  prate,  that  I  thy  parts  admire  5 
Xhy*yy0™*  shg  htnmgbears.thy  voice  is  dreadful  thunder: 

Which  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mufick,  and  fweet  fire. 

C  c  3  Cc 

*        mafter  parfon. 

m  Matlcr  parfon,  ftqfperfirih  And  if  one  fhould  be  piercM, 
Which  is  the  one?  F  ' 

Coft.  Marry,  matter  fchool-mafter,  he  that  is  liked  to  a  hogfteatf. 

Hd  Of  piercing  a  hogfhead,  a  good  clufter  of  conceit  in  a  turf  of 
earth,  fire  enough  for  a  flint,  pearl  enough  for  a  Twine:  'Tis  pretty, 
u  19  well. 

Jaof.  Good  matter,  cK-. 

f  He  means  B/tptiJta  Spagn»fos%  fumamed  Mantumms  from  tht 
placeof  his  birth,  a  Writer  of  Poemi  who  lived  towards  the  end  of 
thefiiteenth  Century. 


306  Love'j  Labour's  loft. 

Celeftial  as  thou  art,  Oh  pardon,  love,  this  wrong, 
That  fing?  the  heaven' s  praife  wi  th  fuch  an  earthly  tongue. 
Hoi.  You  find  not  the  Apofirophes,  and  fo  mifs  the  ac- 
cent. Let  me  fupervife  the  canzonet.  He;e  are  only 
numbers  ratify'd  j  but  for  the  elegancy,  facility,  and  gclden 
cadence  of  poene,  caret :  Ovidius  Nafovizs  the  man.  And 
why  indeed  Nafo,  but  for  fmelling  out  the  odoriferous  flow- 
ers of  fancy,  the  jerks  of  invention  ?  imitari  is  nothing  : 
fo  doth  the  hound  his  matter,  the  ape  his  keeper,  the  tir'd 
horfe  his  rider  :  but,  Damofclla  Virgin,  was  this  directed 
to  you  ? 

Jaq.  Ay,  Sir,  from  one  Monfieur  Biron,  one  of  the 
fbrange  Queen's  lords. 

Hoi.  I  will  overglance  the  fuperfcript.  To  the  fnc<w- 
white  hand  of  the  mofl  beauteous  lady  Rofaline.  I  will  look 
again  on  the  intellect  of  the  letter,  for  the  nomination  of 
the  party  writing,  to  the  perfon  written  unto. 

Your  Ladylbip^s  in  all  defied  employment,  Biron. 
This  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with  the  King,  and  here 
he  hath  fram'd  a  letter  to  a  fequent  of  the  ftranger  Queen's, 
which  accidentally  or  by  the  way  of  progrefTicn  hath  mif~ 
carry'd.  Trip  and  go,  my  fweet ;  deliver  this  paper  into 
the  hand  of  the  King  ;  it  may  concern  much  5  flay  not  thy 
complement  ;  J  forgive  thy  duty  :  adieu 

Jaq.  Good  Coftard,  go  with  me,  Sir,  God  fave  your  life. 
Coft.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl.        [Exe.  Colt,  aud  Jaq. 
Nath.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God,  very 
teligioufly  :  and  as  a  certain  father  faith  - 

Hoi.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  colourable 
colours.  But  to  return  to  the  verfes :  did  they  pleafe  you, 
Sir  Nathaniel? 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 
Hoi.  I  do  dine  to-day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain  pupil 
of  mine  ;  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  gra- 
tifie  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will,  on  my  privilege  I  have 
■with  the  parents  of  the  aforefaid  child  or  pupil,  undertake 
your  ben  <venuto  5  where  will  I  prove  thofe  verfes  to  be  very 
unlearned,  neither  favouring  of  poetry,  wit  or  invention. 
I  befeech  your  fociety. 
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Nath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  fociety  (faith  the  text)  is 
the  happinefs  of  life. 

Hoi.  And  certes  the  text  moil  infallibly  concludes  it.  Sir, 
f  To  Dull.]  I  do  invite  you  too  ;  you  fhall  not  fay  me  nay  : 
Pauca  verba.    Away,  the  gentles  are  at  their  game,  and 
we  will  to  our  recreation.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Biron,  with  a  paper  in  his  hand,  alone. 

Biron.  The  King  is  hunting  the  deer,  I  am  courfmg  my 
felf.  They  have  pitcht  a  toil,  I  am  toiling  in  pitch  5  pitch, 
that  defiles  ;  defile,  a  foul  word  :  well,  fit  thee  down, 
forrow  ;  for  fo  they  fay  the  fool  faid,  *  and  fo  fay  I,  and 
I  the  fool.  Well  prov'd  wit.  By  the  Lord  this  love  is  as 
mad  as  Ajax,  it  kills  fheep,  it  kills  me  ;  I  a  iheep,  well 
provM  again  on  my  fide,  I  will  not  love  ;  if  I  do,  hang 
me;  i'faith  I  will  not.  O,  but  her  eye:  by  this  light, 
but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not  love  ;  yes,  for  her  two  eyes. 
Well,  I  do  nothing  in  the  world  but  lie,  and  lie  in  my 
throat.  By  heaven,  I  do  love,  and  it  hath  taught  me  to 
rhime,  and  to  be  melancholy  ;  and  here  is  part  of  my 
rhime,  and  here  my  melancholy.  Well,  fhe  hath  one  o* 
my  fonnets  already  ;  the  clown  bore  it,  the  fool  fent  it, 
and  the  lady  hath  it :  fweet  clown,  fweeter  fool,  fweeteft 
lady  !  by  the  world,  I  would  not  care  a  pin  if  the  other  three 
were  in.  Here  comes  one  with  a  paper  ;  God  give  him 
grace  to  groan  !  [He  ftands  afidc. 

Enter  the  King, 

King.  Ay  me  ! 

Biron.  Shot,  by  heav'n !  proceed,  fweet  Cupid  ;  thou 
haft  thumpt  him  with  thy  bird-bolt  under  the  left  pap  :  in 
faith,  fecrets. 

King.  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  fun  gives  not  [Reading. 

To  thofe  frefh  morning  drops  upon  the  role, 
As  thy  eye-beams  when  their  frefh  rays  have  fmote 
The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows  5 
Nor  fhines  the  filver  moon  one  half  Co  bright, 
Through  the  tranfparent  bofom  of  the  deep, 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light  5 
Thou  ftiln  ft  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep  j 

No 

*  Sccp.x83. 
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No  drop,  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee, 
So  rideli  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe. 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  fwell  in  me, 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  will  fliew  3 
But  do  not  love  thy  felf,  then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  tears  for  glalTcs,  and  (till  make  me  weep. 
O  Queen  of  Queens,  how  far  doft  thou  excel ! 
"No  thought  can  think,  nor  tongue  of  mortal  tell. 
How  fha)l  Ihe  know  my  griefs  ?  I'll  drop  the  paper  ; 
Sweet  leaves  fliade  folly.    Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

[The  King  fteps  afide. 

Enter  Longaville. 
What!  Lcngaville!  and  reading!  liften,  ears! 
Biron.  Now  in  thy  likenefs  one  more  fool  appears* 
Long,  Ay  me  !  I  am  forfworn. 

Biron.  Why,  he  comes  in  like  a  Perjure,  wearing  papers. 
King.  In  love,  I  hope  ;  fweet  fellowfhip  in  Ihame. 
Biron.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 
Long.  Am  I  the  firft  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo  ? 
Biron.  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort  :  not  by  two  that  I 
know, 

Thou  mak'ft  the  triumviry,  the  three-corner-cap  offociety, 
The  fhape  of  love's  Tyburn,  that  hangs  up  fimplicity. 

Long.  I  fear  thefe  ftubborn  lines  lack  power  to  move  : 
O  fweet  Maria,  Emprefs  of  my  love. 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write-in  profe. 

Biron.  O,  rhimes  are  guards  on  wanton  Cupids  hofe  : 
Disfigure  not  his  flop. 

Long.  This  fame  ihall  go.  [He  reads  the  fonnet. 

Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetorick  of  thine  eys 

CGainft  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument) 
Perfwade  my  heart  to  thisfalfe  perjury  ?  » 

Vows  fcr  thee  broke  deferz'e  not  punijhment : 
A  worn  an  Iforfwore,  but  I  will  prove. 

Thou  being  a  gcddcfs,  Iforfwore  net  thee. 
My  vow  was  earthy ,  thou  a  heavenly  love  : 

Thy  grace,  being  gaindy  cures  all  difgrace  in  me. 
JFlws  are  but  breath,  ai  d breath  a  vapour  is  : 

Then  thou  fair  fun,  which  on  my  e.rrth  doft  [kinc, 
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ExhaVfl  this  vapour-vow  ;  in  thee  it  is  j 

If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine  j 
If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  fo  wife 
tIo  iofe  an  oath  to  win  a  paradife  ? 

Biron.  This  is  the  liver- vein,  which  makes  flefh  a  deity : 
A  green  goofe  a  goddefs  :  pure,  pure  idolatry. 
God  amend  us,  God  amend  us,  we  are  much  out  o'th'way* 
Enter  Dumain. 

Long.  By  whom  mail  I  fend  this !  (company  ?)  ftay. 

Biron.  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play  j 
Like  a  Demy-god,  here  fit  1  in  the  fky  : 
And  wretched  fools  fecrets  needfully  o'er-eye  : 
More  facks  to  the  mill !  O  heavens,  I  have  my  wifh, 
Dumain  is  transform^  ;  four  woodcocks  in  a  dim. 

Dum.  O  moft  divine  Kate  / 

Biron.  O  mcft  prophane  coxcomb  !  [Ajide* 
Dum.  Thou  heav'n  !  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye  ! 
Biron.  By  earth,  me  is  but  corporal,  there  you  lie.  [Afide. 
Diem.  Her  amber  hairs  for  foul  have  amber  coted. 
Biron.  An  amber-colourM  raven  was  well  noted.  [AJide. 
Dum.  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 
Biron.  Stoop  I  fay, 
Her  moulder  is  with  child.  [Afide. 
Dum.  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron.  Ay,  as  fome  days  ;  but  then  no  fun  murt  /bine. 

[Afide. 

Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wifh ! 

Long.  And  I  had  mine  !  [Afide. 
King.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord !  [Afide. 
Biron.  Amen,  fo  I  had  mine.  Is  not  that  a  good  word  ? 

[Afde. 

Dum  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  fever  Ihe 
Reign?  in  my  blood,  and  will  remembredbe. 

Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood  !  why  then  incifion. 
Would  let  her  out  in  fawcers,  fweet  mifprifion.  [Afide. 
Dum.  Once  more  Til  read  the  ode  that  I  have  writ. 
Biron,  Once  more  I'll  mark  how  love  can  vary  wit.  [Afidc* 
Dumain  reads  his  fonnct. 
On  a  day,  alack  the  day  ! 
Love,  whofe  month  is  ever  May, 
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Spy '  d  a  blojfom  pa (fing  fair,  x 

P laying  in  the  wanton  air  : 

Through  the  velvet  leaves,  the  wind 

All  unfeen  canfajjage find, 

That  the  lover  Jick  to  death, 

Wift? d  himfelf  the  heaven  $  breath. 

Air  ( quoth  he)  thy  cheeks  may  blow3 

Air,  would  I  might  triumph  Jo  / 

But,  alack,  my  hand  is  /worn, 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn  : 

Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet  / 

Youth  fo  apt  to  pluck  a  fweet. 

Do  not  call  it  Jin  in  me, 

That  I  amforfwom  for  thee. 

Thou,  for  whom  ev'n  Jove  would  /wear 

Juno  but  an  Ethiopewere, 

And  deny  himfelf for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. 
This  will  I  fend,  and  fomething  elfe  more  plain, 
That  mall  exprefs  my  true  love's  fafting  pain ; 
O,  would  the  King,  Biron  and  Longaville, 
Were  lovers  too  !  ill  to  example  ill 
Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a  perjur'd  note  : 
For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Long.  Dumain,  thy  love  is  far  from  charity, 
That  in  love's  grief  defir'ft  fociety  :        [Coming forward, 
You  may  look  pale,  but  1  mould  blufh,  I  know, 
To  beo'er-heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King.  Come,  Sir,  you  blufh  $  as  his,  your  cafe  is  fuch, 

[Coming  forward, 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much. 
You  do  not  love  Maria  f  Longaville 
Did  never  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile  ? 
Nor  never  lay'd  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bofom,  to  keep  down  his  heart  ? 
I  have  been  clofely  fhrowded  in  this  bum, 
And  markt  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufh. 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhimes,  obferv'd  your  fafhion  j 
Saw  fighs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  paflion. 
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Ay.me !  fays  one  5  O  Jove  !  the  ether  cries  j 
Her  hairs  were  gold,  cryftalthe  other's  eyes.  • 
You  would  for  paradife  break  faith  and  troth, 
And  Jove  for  your  love  would  infringe  an  oath. 
What  will  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  fhalJ  hear 
A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  fwear  ? 
How  will  hefcorn  }  how  will  he  fpend  his  wit  ? 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me. 

Biron.  Now  ftep  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrifie. 
Ah,  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  thee,  pardon  me. 

[Coming  forward. 
Good  heart,  what  grace  haft  thou  thus  to  reprove 
Thefe  worms  for  loving,  that  are  molt  in  love  ? 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  ;  in  your  tears 
There  is  no  certain  Princefs  that  appears  ? 
You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  an  hateful  thing  ; 
Tufh  j  none  but  minftrels  like  of  fonnetting. 
But  are  you  not  alham'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not 
All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'er-mot  ? 
You  found  his  mote,  the  King  your  mote  did  fee  : 
But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 
0,what  afcene  of  fool'ry  have  I  feen, 
Of  fighs,  of  groans,  of  forrow,  and  of  teen  ! 

0  me,  with  what  ftricl  patience  have  I  fat, 
To  fee  a  King  transformed  to  a  gnat ! 

To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg, 
And  profound  Solomon  tuning  a  jigg  ! 
And  Neftor  play  at  pufhpin  with  the  boys, 
And  Critick  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys ! 
'Where  lyes  thy  grief  ?  O  tell  me,  good  Dumain  j 
And  gentle  Longavi/le,  where  lyes  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  Liege's  ?  all  about  the  brcaft. 
A  caudle  hoa ! 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jeft. 
Are  we  betray'd  thus  to  thy  ever  view  ? 

Biron,  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betray'd  by  you* 

1  that  am  honeft,  I  that  hold  it  fin 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  epgagfcd  in, 

1  am 
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1  am  betray' d  by  keeping  company 
"With  vain-like  men,  of  ftrange  inconftancy. 
When  mall  you  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  rhime  ? 
Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  fpend  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  me  ?  when  fnall  you  hear  that  I 
Will  praife  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye. 
A  gate,  a  ftate,  a  brow,  a  breaft,  a  wafte, 
A  leg,  a  limb  ? 

King.  Soft,  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 
A  true  man  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  fo  ? 

Biron.  I  poft  from  love  ;  good  lover,  let  me  go* 
*  Enter  Jaquenetta  and  Coftard. 

Jaq.  God  blefs  the  King  ! 
King*  What  prefent  haft  thou  there? 
Cofl.  Some  certain  treafon. 
King.  What  makes  treafon  here  ? 
Ccft.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  Sir* 
King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither, 
The  treafon  and  you  go  in  peace  away  together. 

Jaq.  1  befeech  your  Grace,  let  this  letter  be  read, 
Our  parfon  mifdoubts  it :  it  was  treafon,  hefaid. 

King.  Biron,  read  it  over.  [He  reads  the  letter. 

Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 
Jaq.  Of  Coftard. 
King.  Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 
Coff.  Of  Dun  Adramadioy  Dun  Adramadio. 
King.  How  now,  what  is  in  you  ?  why  doftthou  tear  it  ?  *| 
Biron.  A  toy,  my  Liege,  a  toy  :  your  Grace  needs  I 
not  fear  it.  *> 
tang.  It  did  move  him  to  paflion,  and  therefore  let*  &  i 
hear  it.  J 
Dum*  It  is  Biron" s  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 
Biron.  Ah,  you  whorefon  loggerhead,  you  were  burn  U 
do  me  fhame. 
Guilty,  my  lord,  guilty:  I  confefs,  Iconfefs. 
King.  What  ? 

Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lackt  me  fool  to  make  u 
the  mefs. 

He,  he  and  you  :  and  you,  my  Liege,  and  I 

Are  pkk-purfes  in  love_,  and  we  dcferve  tp  die. 
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0  difmifs  this  audience,  and  I /hall  tell  you  more. 
Dum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 

,r^r?'7rue^  true>  weare  f™r: 
Will  thefe  turtles  be  gone  ? 

King.  Hence,  Sirs,  hence,  away  » 

Coji.  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traitors  flay 

Biron.  Sweet  lords,  Wt  lovers, ^us-mb^^ 
As  true  we  are  as  flem  and  blood  can  be. 
The  fea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heav'n  will  mew  his  face- 

Young  blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree. 
We  cannot  crofs  the  caufe  why  we  were  born  : 
Therefore  of  all  hands  mult  we  be  forfworn. 

King.  What  did  thefe  rent  lines  mew  fomelove  of  thine  ? 
falith  qU°thy°U  '  whofees  the  he^enly  rI' 
That  (like  a  rude  and  favage  man  of  Inde 

At  the  nrft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  ealt) 
Bowshot  his  vafTal  head,  and  /trucken  blind, 

Kilies  the  bafe  ground  with  obedient  breafl? 
What  peremptory  eagle-fighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 

1  hat  is  not  blinded  by  her  Majefty  > 

King.  What  zeal,  what  fury  hath  infpir'd  thee  now  ? 
My  love  (her  miftrefs)  is  a  gracious  moon, 
She  (an  attending  liar)  fcarcc  feen  a  light. 

^W\My  CyeS  are  thcn  R0  et/es>  nor  1  Biro»- 

O   but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night. 
Of  all  complexions  the  cull'd  Sovereignty 
•mi.  Do,meet>  as  at  aFair,  in  her  fair  cheek  :  • 
Where  feveral  worthies  make  one  dignity, 

Where  nothing  wants  that  wrnt  itfelf  doth  feek 
Lend  me  the  flourifli  of  ail  gentle  tongues  j 

lie,  painted rhetorkk  !  O,  me  needs  it  not  • 
To  things  of  fale  a  feller's  praife  belongs  : 

She  partes  praife,  then  praife  too  ihort  doth  blot. 
A  wither *d  hermit,  fiyefcore  winters  worn, 

Might  fhake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye  : 
Beauty  doth  varnifh  age,  as  if  new-born. 

And  givds  the  crutch  the  fradle's  infancy 
Vox..  II.  Dd  ■  Q 
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O,  'tis  the  fun,  that  maketh  all  things  mine. 

King.  By  heav'n,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony, 
Biron.  Is  ebony  like  her  ?  O  wood  divine  ! 

A  wife  of  fuch  wood  were  felicity. 
O,  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book  ? 

That  I  may  fwear  beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
Jf  that  me  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  : 

No  face  is  fair  that  is  not  full  fo  black. 
King.  O  paradox,  black  is  the  b;.dge  of  hell  ; 

The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  ftole  of  night. 
Biron.  And  beauty's  drefs  becomes  the  heavens  well,- 

Devils  fooneft  tempt,  refembling  fpirits  of  light : 
O,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brow  be  deckt, 

It  mourns,  that  painting,  and  ufurped  hair 
Should  ravifh  deters  with  a  falfe  afpecl  : 

And  therefore  is  me  born  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  favour  turns  the  fafhion  of  the  days, 

For  native  biocd  is  counted  painting  now  5 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  difpraife, 

Paints  it  felf  black  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Dum.  To  look  like  her  are  chimney- fweepers  black  ? 

Long.  And  fince  her  time,  are  colliers  counted  bright  ? 
King.  And  Etbiops  of  their  fweet  complexions  crack  ? 

Dum.  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is  light, 
Biron.  Ycur  mifirefTes  dare  never  come  in  rain, 

For  fear  their  colours  fhouid  be  wafht  away. 
King.  'Twere  good  yours  did:  for,  Sir,  to  tell  you  plain, 

til  find  a  fairer  face  not  wafht  to-day. 
Biron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  'till  dooms-day  here. 

King.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  Hie, 
Dum.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  fluff  fo  dear. 

Long.  Look,  here's  thy  love,  my  foot  and  her  face  fee, 
Biron.  O,  if  the  ftreets  were  paved  with  thine  eyes, 

Her  feet  were  too  much  dainty  for  fuch  tread. 
Dum.  O  vile  !  then  as  fhe  goes,  what  upward  lyes 

The  ftreet  mould  fee  as  me  walk'd  over  head. 
King.  But  what  of  this,  are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 

Biron.  Nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  fenworn. 
King.  Then  leave  this  chat,  and,  good  Bircn,  n^w  prove 

Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 

Dum. 
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Dam.  Ay  marry  there,  fome  flattery  for  this  evil. 

Long.  O  fome  authority  how  to  proceed, 
Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil  } 

Dum.  Some  falve  for  perjury  ! 

Biron.  O,  'tis  more  than  need. 
Have  at  you  then,  affection's  Men  at  arms  $ 
Confider  what  you  firft  did  fwear  unto : 
To  faft,  to  ftudy,  and  to  fee  no  woman  j 
Flat  treafon  'gainft  the  kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  fart  ?  your  ftomachs  are  too  young  : 
And  abftinence  ingenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy  (Lords) 
Jn  that  each  of  you  hath  forfworn  his  bock, 
Can  you  ftill  dream  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  Lord,  or  you,  or  you, 
Have  found  the  ground  of  ftudy's  excellence, 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  ? 
From  womens  eyes  this  doclrine  I  derive  ; 
They  are  the  ground,  the  books,  the  academes. 
From  whence  doth  fpring  the  true  Promethean  fire  ; 
Why,  univerfal  plodding  poifons  up 
The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries  j 
As  motion  and  long-during  action  tires 
The  finewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face, 
You  have  in  that  forfworn  the  ufe  of  eyes, 
And  ftudy  too>  the  caufer  of  your  vow. 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world, 
Teaches  fuch  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ? 
Learning  is  but  an  adjunct  to  our  felf, 
And  where  we  are,  cur  learning  likewife  is. 
Then  when  our  felves  we  fee  in  ladies  eyes, 
Do  we  not  likewife  fee  our  learning  there  ? 
O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  ftudy,  lords, 
And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfworn  our  hooks  ; 
For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you, 
In  leaden  contemplation  have  found  out 
Such  fiery  notions  as  the  prompting  eyes 
Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrich'd  yon  with  ? 
Other  flow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  j 
Dda 


31 6  Love' s  Labour's  loft. 

And  therefore  finding  barren  pra&ifers, 

Scarce  Ihew  a  harveft  of  their  heavy  toil. 

But  love,  firft  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 

Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain  : 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  power, 

And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 

Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 

3t  adds  a  precious  feeing  to  the  eye  : 

A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind  : 

A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  loweft  found, 

When  the  fufpicious  head  of  theft  is  ftopt. 

Love's  feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfible 

Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  fnails. 

Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  ^cok  in  tafte  ; 

For  valour,  is  not  love  a  Hercules 

Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hefperides  f 

Subtle  as  Sphinx,  as  fweet  and  mufical 

As  bright  Apollo's  lute,  ftrung  with  his  hair  ? 

And  when  love  fpeaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  Gods, 

Makes  heaven  drowfie  with  the  harmony. 

Never  duril  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write, 

Until  his  ink  were  temper'd  with  love's  fighs  j 

O,  then  his  lines  would  ravifli  favage  ears, 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility. 

Prom  womens  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive  : 

They  fp?rkle  ftill  the  right  Promethean  fire, 

They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academes, 

Tkat  mew,  contain,  and  nourifh  all  the  world, 

jElfe  none  at  all  in  ought  proves  excellent. 

Then  fools  you  were,  thefe  women  to  forfwear  ; 

Or,  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  fools. 

Jor  wifdom's  fake,  a  word  that  all  men  love  5 

Or  for  love's  fake,  a  word  that  moves  all  men  ; 

Or  for  men's  fake,  the  author  of  thefe  women  j 

Or  womens  fake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men  5 

Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths,  to  find  our  felves  j 

Or  elfe  we  lofe  ourfelves,  to  keep  our  oaths. 

It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forfworn, 

lor  chanty  itfelf  fulfills  the  law  ; 
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And  who  can  fever  love  from  charity  ? 

King.  Saint  Cupid,  then  !  and,  foldiers,  to  the  field  ! 

Biron.  Advance  your  ftandards,  and  upon  them,  Lords  $ 
Pell  mell,  down  with  them  :  but  be  firft  advis'd, 
In  conflict:  that  you  get  the  fun  of  them. 

Long.  Now  to  plain-dealing,  Jay  thefe  glolTes  by, 
Shall  we  refulve  to  woo  thefe  girls  of  France  f 

King.  And  win  them  too  j  therefore  let  us  devife 
Some  entertainment  for  them  in  their  tents. 

Biron.  Firft  from  the  park  let  us  conduct  them  thither, 
Then  homeward  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  miftrefs  5  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  fome  ftrange  paftime  folace  them, 
Such  as  the  fhortnefs  of  the  time  can  mape  : 
For  revels,  dances,  malflcs,  and  merry  hours, 
Forerun  fair  love,  ftrewing  her  way  with  flowers. 

King.  Away,  away,  no  time  mail  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Biron.  Allons !  Allom !  fowed  cockle  reaps  no  corn, 
And  juftice  always  whirls  in  equal  meafure  : 
Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forfworn  ; 

Jf  fo,  our  copper  buys  no  better  treafure.     [Exeunt § 

A  C  T  V.    SCENE  I. 
Enter  Holofernes,  Nathaniel  and  Dull. 
Hoi.  QAtis  quod  fufficit. 

O  Nath.  I  praife  God  for  you,  Sir,  your  reafons 
at  dinner  have  been  fharpand  fententious  3  plealant  without 
Scurrility,  witty  without  affectation,  audacious  without 
impudency,  learned  without  opinion,  and  ftrange  without 
herefie  :  I  did  converfe  this  quondam-&zy  with  a  companion 
of  the  King's,  who  is  intituled,  nominated,  or  called,  Don 
Adriano  de  Armado. 

Hoi.  Novi  bominem  tanquam  te.  His  humour  is  lofty, 
his  difcourfe  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his  eye  ambi- 
tious, his  gate  majeftical,  and  his  general  behaviour  vain, 
ridiculous,  and  thraibnical.  He  is  too  picked,  too  fpruce, 
too  affected,  too  odd,  as  it  were,  too  peregrinate,  as  I  may 
it. 

Dd  3  Nath* 
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Nath,  A  moil  fmgular  and  choice  epithet ! 

[Draws  out  his  tablc-bool. 

Hoi,  He  draweth  not  the  thread  of  his  verbofity  finer 
than  the  ftaple  of  his  argument.  I  abhor  fuch  phanatical 
J>hantafms,  fuch  infociable  and  point-devife  companions, 
fuch  rackers  of  orthography,  as  do  fpeak  dout  fine,  when 
he  mould  fay  doubt  5  det,  when  be  mould  pronounce  debt  5 
<3,  e,  b,  t  -y  not  d,  e,  t  :  he  clepeth  a  calf,  cauf :  half,  hauf : 
neighbour  vacatur  nebour  5  neigh  abbreviated  ne  :  this  is 
abominable,  which  he  would  call  abhominable,  it  infmu- 
ateth  to  me  of  infanie  :  Ne  intelligis,  Domine,  to  make 
frahtick,  lunatick  ? 

Nath.  La  us  dec,  bone  intelligo. 

Hoi.  Bone?  bone  for  bene  5  Prijcian  a  little  fcratch'd, 
'twill  ferve. 

SCENE  II.    Enter  Armado,  Moth  and  Coftard. 
Nath.  Videjne  quis  venit  f 
Hoi.  Video  9  gaudeo. 
Arm.  Chirra. 

Hoi.  Quare  Chirra,  not  Sirrah  ? 

Arm,  Men  of  peace,  well  encountred. 
Hoi.  Moft  military  Sir,  falutation. 

Mcth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feaft  of  languages, 
and  fide  the  fcraps. 

Cofi,  O,  they  have  liv'd  long  on  the  alms-ba/ket  of 
words.  I  marvel  thy  matter  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a  word, 
for  thou  art  net  fo  long  by  the  head  as  bonorificabiiitudinita- 
tibus :  thou  art  eafier  fwallowed  than  a  flap-dragon. 

Moth.  Peace,  the  peal  begins. 

Arm.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  letter'd  ? 

Moth.  Yes,  yes,  he  teaches  boys  the  horn-book  : 
What  is  A  B  fpelt  backward  with  the  horn  on  his  head  > 

Hoi.  Ba,  pueritia,  with  a  hern  added. 

Moth,  Ba,  moft  filly  meep  with  a  horn.  You  hear  his 
learning. 

Hoi.  Quisy  quis,  thou  confonant  ? 

Moth. The.  third  of  the  five  vowels,  if  you  repeat  them, 
or  the  fifth,  if  I. 

Hoi.  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  e,  I— 

Moth*  The  iheep  \  the  other  two  concludes  it,  0,  «. 
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Arm. Now  by'ttie  fait  wave  of  the  Mediterraneum>  a  fweet 
touch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit  ;  fnip,  fnap,  quick  and  home  ; 
it  rejoiceth  my  intellect ;  true  wit. 

Moth.  Offer'd  by  a  child  to  an  old  man :  which  is  wit-old* 

Hoi.  What  is  the  figure  ?  what  is  the  figure  ? 

Moth.  Horns. 

Hoi.  Thou  difputeft  like  an  infant;  go,  whip  thygigg. 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I  will  whip 
about  your  infamy  circum  circa ,  a  gigg  of  a  cuckold* s  horn. 

Coft.An  I  had  butone  penny  in  the  world,  thou  ihould'ft 
have  it  to  buy  ginger- bread  ;  hold,  there  is  the  very  re- 
muneration I  had  of  thy  mafter,  thou  half-penny  purfe  of 
wit,  thou  pidgeon-egg  of  difcretion.  O,  an  the  heav'ns 
were  fo  pleafed  that  thou  wert  but  mybaftard!  what  ajoy- 
ful  father  wouldft  thou  make  me  ?  go  to,  thou  haft  it  ad 
dunghil,  at  the  ringer's  ends,  as  they  fay. 

Hoi.  Oh,  I  fmell  falfe  latin,  dunghil  for  unguem. 

Arm.  Arts-man,  ■praarnbula  ;  we  will  be  fingled  from 
the  barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  the  charge- 
houfe  on  the  top  of  the  mountain  ? 

Hoi.  Or  Mom  the  hill. 

Arm.  At  your  fweet  pleafure,  for  the  mountain. 
Hoi.  I  do  fans  qucfiio7i. 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  King's  moft  fweet  pleafure  and  af- 
fection, to  congratulate  the  Princefs  at  her  pavilion,  in  the 
pojlerior  of  this  day  which  the  rude  multitude  call  the  after- 
noon. 

Hoi.  The  poflerior  of  the  day,  moft  generous  Sir,  is  li- 
able, congruent,  and  meafurabie  for  the  afternoon  :  the 
word  is  well  culFd,  choice,  fweet,  and  apt,l  do  allure  you, 
Sir,  I  do  aiTure. 

Arm.  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  gentleman,  and  my  fami- 
liar, I  do  allure  ye,  my  very  good  friend  ;  for  what  is  in- 
ward between  us,  let  it  pafs  1  do  befeech  thee,  remember 

thy  curtefie  1  befeech  thee,  apparel  thy  head,  and  among 

other  importunate  and  moft  ferious  defigns,  and  of  great 
import  indeed  too*- — but  let  that  pafs,  for  Imuft  tell  thee 
it  will  pleafe  his  Grace  (by  the  world)  fometime  to  lean 
tipon  my  poor  thoulder,  and  with  his  royal  finger  thus  dal- 
ly with  my  excrement,  with  my  muftachio  5  but,  fweet 

heart. 
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heart,  let  that  pafs.  By  the  world,  I  recount  no  fable  ; 
fome  certain  fecial  honours  it  pleafeth  his  greatnefs  to  im- 
part to  Armado  a  foldier,  a  man  of  travel,  that  hath  feen 
the  world  ;  but  let  that  pafs— the  very  all  of  all  is— but, 
fweet  heart,  I  do  implore  fecrecy— that  the  King  wouid 
have  me  prefent  the  Princefs  (fweet  chuck)  with  fume  de- 
lightful orientation,  or  mow,  or  pageant,  or  antick,  or 
f  re-work.  Now,  underftanding  that  the  curate  and  your 
fweet  felf  are  good  at  fuch  eruptions,  and  fudden  breaking 
out  of  mirth  (as  it  were)  I  have  acquainted  you  withal,  to 
the  end  to  crave  your  amftance. 

Hoi.  Sir,  you  mall  prefent  before  her  the  nine  worthies. 
Sir,  [To  Nathaniel]  as  concerning  fome  entertainment  of 
time,  fome  mow  in  xhtpoflerior  of  this  day,  to  be  rendrcd 
by  our  afliftance  at  the  King's  command,  and  this  moft  gal- 
lant, illuftrate  and  learned  gentleman,  before  the  Princefs  : 
1  fay,  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefent  the  nine  worthies. 

Natb.  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough  to  pre- 
fent them  ? 

Hoi.  Jojhua,  your  felf ;  this  gallant  gentleman,  Judas 
.Machabeus  ;  this  fwain  (becaufe  of  his  great  limb  or  joint) 
mail  pais  for  Pompey  the  great ;  and  the  page,  Hercules. 

Arm.  Pardon,  Sir,  error  :  he  is  not  quantity  enough 
for  that  worthy's  thumb  j  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  end  of  his 
club.  ,  - 

HoL  Shall  I  have  audience  ?  he  mall  prefent  Hercules  m 
minority  :  his  Enter  and  Exit  mail  be  ftrangling  a  fnake  j 
and  I  will  have  an  apology  for  that  purpofe. 

Moth.  An  excellent  device  :  fo  if  any  of  the  audience 
hifs,  you  may  cry  ;  well  done,  Hercules,  now  thou  cruiheir. 
the  make  ;  that  is  the  way  to  make  an  offence  gracious, 
tho'  few  have  the  grace  to  know  it. 

Arm.  For  the  reft  of  the  worthies  ? 

Hoi.  I  will  play  three  my  felf. 

Moth.  Thrice  worthy  gentleman  ! 

Arm,  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ? 

Hoi  We  attend.  .  t 

Arm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  antique.  1 

befeech  you,  follow. 

Hoi.  Via  !  good-man  Dull,  thou  haft  fpoken  no  word  all 

this  while. 
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Dull,  Nor  underftocd  none  neither,  Sir, 

Holl.  Allons,  we  wiil  employ  thee. 

Dull.  I'll  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  fo  :  or  I  will  play 
on  the  taber  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the  hay. 

Hoi.  Moft  Dtf//,honeft  Dull,  to  our  fport  away.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE    J II,    Enter  Princefs,  and  Ladies. 

Prin*  Sweet  hearts,  we  mall  be  rich  ere  we  depart, 
If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in. 
A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds ! 
Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  King. 

Rof.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  that  ? 

Prin.  Nothing  but  this  ?  yes,  as  much  love  in  rhime, 
As  would  be  cram'd  up  in  a  meet  of  paper, 
"Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all, 
That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Cupid's  name. 

Rof  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  god-head  wax, 
For  he  hath  been  five  hundred  years  a  boy. 

Catb.  Ay,  and  a  Ihrewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 

Rof  You'll  ne'er  be  friends  with  him,  he  kill'd  yourmler*. 

Catb.  He  made  her  melancholy,  fad  and  heavy, 
And  fo  me  died  5  had  me  been  light  like  you, 
Of  fuch  a  merry,  nimble,  ftirring  fpirit. 
She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  me  dy*d. 
And  fo  may  you  ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

-Re/.  What's  your  dark  meaning,moufe,of  this  light  word? 

Catb.  A  light  condition,  in  a  beauty  dark. 

Rof.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning  out, 

Catb.  You'll  mar  the  light  by  taking  it  in  fnuff: 
Therefore  I'll  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Rof  Look  what  you  do,  you  do  it  ftill  i'thvdark. 

Catb.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 

Rof .  Indeed  I  weigh  not  you,  and  therefore  light. 

Catb.  You  weigh  me  not  5  O,  that's,  you  care  not  for  me* 

Rof.  Great  reafon  ;  for  paft  cure  is  ftill  paft  care. 

Prin.  Well  bandied  both  5  a  fet  of  wit  well  play'd. 
But,  Rofaline,  you  have  a  favour  too, 
Who  fent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  ? 

Rof  I  would  you  knew. 
And  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours, 
My  favour  were  as  great,  be  witnefs  this. 

Nay, 
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Nay,  I  have  verfes  too,  I  thank  Biron. 
The  numbers  true  $  and  were  the  numbring  too, 
J  were  the  faireft  gcddefs  on  the  ground. 
I  am  ccmpar'd  to  twenty  thoufand  fairs. 
O,  he  hath  drawn  my  picture  in  his  letter. 
Prin,  Any  thing  like  ? 

Rof.  Much  in  the  letters,  nothing  in  the  praiie. 

Prin.  Beauteous  as  ink  ;  a  good  conclufion. 

Cath.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book. 

Rof.  Ware  pencils,  *  ho  !  let  me  not  die  your  debter, 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter ! 
O  that  your  face  were  not  fo  full  of  Oes  • 

Cath.  Pox  of  that  jefV,  and  I  beflirew  all  mrews. 

Prin.  But,  Catharine,  what  was  fent  you  from  Dumain  ? 

Cath.  Madam,  this  glove. 

Prin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain  ? 

Cath.  Yes,  Madam>  that  he  did  j  and  fent  moreover^ 
Some  thoufand  verfes  of  a  faithful  lover. 
A  huge  tranflation  of  hypocrifie, 
Vilely  compiPd,  profound  fimplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  thefe  pearls,  to  me  fent  Longaville. 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prin.  I  think  no  lefs  5  doft  thou  not  wifli  in  heart 
The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  fhort  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part. 

Prin.  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  fo. 

Rof.  They  are  worfe  fools  to  purchafe  mocking  lb. 
That  fame  Biron  I'll  torture  ere  I  go. 
O  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  th'  week ! 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  feek, 
And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obferve  the  times, 
And  fpend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootlefs  rhimes, 
And  fhape  his  fervice  all  to  my  behefts, 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  with  jefts, 
So  f  portent- like  would  I  o'erfway  his  ftate, 
That  he  mould  be  my  fool,  and  1  his  fate.  J 

Prin. 

*  Meaning  to  check  Catharine  for  her  painting,  pencil  being  a 
painting  brufli. 

f  'Portents  Have  been  always  IookM  upon  not  only  as  the  tokens 
ajid  ftgnals,  but  the  injimments  alfo  of  Dcfimy. 
%  See  a  note  in  Meaf.  f»r  Meaf.  Adt.  3.  lie.  I. 
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IP rin.  None  are  fo  furely  caught,  when  they  are  catch'cb 
As  wit  turn'd  fool  5  folly  in  wifdom  hatch'd 
Hath  wifdom' s  warrant,  and  the  help  of  fchool, 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 

Rof.  The  blood  of  youth  burns  not  in  fuch  excefs, 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonnefs. 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fo  ftrong  a  note, 
As  fooPry  in  the  wife,  when  wit  doth  dote : 
Since  all  the  power  therefore  it  doth  apply, 
To  prove  by  wit  worth  in  fimplicity. 

SCENE    IV.    Enter  Boy tt. 

Prin,  Here  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Boyet.  O/Iam  ftab'd  with  laughter,  where's  her  Grace? 

Prin.  Thy  news,  Boyet  f 

Boyet.  Prepare,  Madam,  prepare. 
Arm,  wenches,  arm  ;  incounters  mounted  are 
Againft  your  peace,  love  doth  approach  difguis'd, 
Armed  in  arguments,  you'll  be  furpriz'd. 
Mufter  your  wits,  (land  in  your  own  defence, 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  and  fly  hence. 

Prin.  Saint  Dennis,  to  faint  Cupid  5  what  are  they 
That  charge  their  breath  againft  us  ?  fay,  fcout,  fay. 

Boyet.  Under  the  cool  lhade  of  a  fycamore, 
I  thought  to  clofemine  eyes  fome  half  an  hour  j 
When,  lo  !  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  reft, 
Toward  that  fhade,  I  might  behold,  addreft 
.  The  King  and  his  companions  ;  warily 
I  ftole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by, 
And  over-heard,  what  you  fhall  over-hear  s 
That  by  and  by  difguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  herald  is  a  pretty  knavim  page, 
That  well  by  heart  hathconn'd  his  embaflage. 
Action  and  accent  did  they  teach  him  there  5 
Thus  muft  thou  fpeak,  and  thus  thy  body  bearj 
'  And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 
Prefence  majeftical  would  put  him  out : 
For,  quoth  the  King,  an  angel  lhalt  thou  fee, 
Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  fpeak  audacioufly. 
The  boy  reply'd,  an  angel  is  not  evil  j 
I  ftiouid  have  fear'd  her,  had  (he  been  a  devil. 
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With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clap'd  him  on  the  fhoulder 
Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praifes  bolder. 
One  rubb'd  his  elbow  thus,  and  fleer 'd,  and  fwore, 
A  better  fpeech  was  never  ipoke  before. 
Another  with  his  ringer  and  his  thumb, 
Cry'd  via,  we  will  do't,  come  what  will  come. 
The  third  he  caper'd  and  cry'd,  all  goes  well : 
The  fourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell. 
With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground, 
With  fuch  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profound, 
That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculous  appears, 
To  check  their  folly  with  painon's  folemn  tears. 
■  Prin.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  us  ? 

Boyet.  They  do,  they  do,  and  are  apparePd  thus, 
Like  Mufco'Vites,  or  Ruffians,  as  I  guefs. 
Their  purpoie  is  to  parley,  court  and  dance,  ■ 
And  every  one  his  love- feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  feveral  miftrefs,  which  they'll  know 
By  favours  fev'ral,  which  they  did  beftow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  fo  ?  the  gallants  mall  be  taikt : 
For,  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  mafkt  :' 
And  not  a  man  of  them  mall  have  the  grace, 
Defpight  of  fuit,  to  fee  a  lady's  face. 
Hold,  Rofaline  ;  this  favour  thou  malt  wear, 
And  then  the  King  will  court  thee  for  his  dear  : 
Hold,  take  thou  this,  my  fweet,  and  give  me  thine  ; 
So  mall  Biron  take  mc  for  Rofaline. 
And  change  your  favours  to< ,  fo  mall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceiv'd  by  thefe  removes. 

Rof.  Come  on  then,  wear  the  favours  moft  in  light. 

Cat  fa  But  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 

Prin.  The  effect  of  my  intent  is  to  crofs  theirs  j 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment, 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  feveral  councils  they  unbofom  mall 
To  loves  miftook,  and  fo  be  mockt  withal, 
Upon  the  next  occaiion  that  we  meet 
With  vifages  difplay'd  to  tall  and  greet. 

Rof.  But  mail  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to*t  ? 

Prin,  No  j  to  the  death  we  will  not  move  a  foct, 
3 
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Nor  to  their  pen'd  fpeech  render  we  no  grace : 
But  while  'tis  fpoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boyet.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  fpeaker's  heart, 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

Prin.  Therefore  1  do  it,  and  I  make  no  doubt 
The  reft  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  fuch  fport,  as  fport  by  fport  e'erthrown  j 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  j 
So  mall  we  (lay,  mocking  intended  game, 
And  they,  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  mame.  [Sound, 

Boyet,  The  trumpet  founds  j be  mafkt,  the  mafkers  ccme. 
SCENE  V.    Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaviile,  Du- 

main,  and  attendants,  difguh  d  like  Mufcovites.  Moth 

with  Mujicky  as  for  a  mafquerude. 

Moth.  All  hail  the  richefl  beauties  on  the  earth  / 

Boyet.  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  taffata. 

Moth.  A  hcly  parcel  of  the  faireji  dames , 
That  ever  turnd  their  backs  to  mortal  'views, 

Biron.  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 

Moth.  That  ever  turnd  their  eyes  to  mortal  'views. 
Out  

Boyet.  True  ;  out  indeed. 

Moth.  Out  of  your  favours,  hea<vnly  fpirits,i'ouchfaf& 
iVof  to  behold. 

Biron.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Moth.  Once  to  behold  with  your  fun-beamed  eyes 
JVith  your  fun- beamed  eyes  . 

Boyet.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  epithet : 
You  were  beft  call  it  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Moth,  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me  out, 

Biron.  Is  this  your  perfe£lnefs  r*  be  gone,  you  rogue. 

#0/.  What  would  thefe  ftrangers?  know  their  minds, Beyer* 
If  they  do  fpeak  our  language,  'tis  our  will 
That  fome  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes. 
Know  what  they  would 

Boyet.  What  would  you  with  the  Princefs  ? 

Biron-.  Nothing  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rof.  What  would  they,  fay  they  ? 

Boyet..  Nothing  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 

JRcf.  Why,  that  they  have,  and  bid  them  fo  be  £0Me, 
Vol.  II.  £  e  £cy*t. 
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Boyei.  She  fays,  you  have  it,  and  you  may  be  gone. 
King,  Say  to  her,  we  have  meafur'd  many  miles, 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  you  on  the  grafs. 

Boyet.  They  fay,  they  have  meafur'd  many  a  mile, 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  you  on  the  grafs. 

Rof.  It  is  not  fo.    Afk  them  how  many  inches  , 
Is  in  one  mile  :  if  they  have  meafur'd  many, 
The  meafure  then  of  one  iseafily  told. 

Boyet.  If  to  come  hither  you  have  meafur'd  miles, 
And  many  miles  5  the  Princefs  bids  you  tell, 
How  many  inches  doth  fill  up  one  mile  ? 

Biron,  Tell  her  we  meafure  them  by  weary  fteps. 

Bcyet,  She  hears  her  felf. 

Rof,  Kow  many  weary  fteps 
Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  o'ergoneK 
Are  number' d  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  ? 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you> 
Our  dnty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 
That  we  may  do  it  ftill  without  accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  mew  the  funmine  of  your  face, 
That  we  (like  favages)  may  worfhip  it. 

Rof.  My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

King,  Blefled  are  clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  do. 
Vouchfafe,  bright  moon,  and  thefe  thy  ftars,  to  ihine 
(Thofe  clouds  remov'd)  upon  our  wratery  eyne. 

Rof,  O  vain  petitioner,  beg  a  greater  matter  : 
Thou  nowrequeft'ft  but  moon-fhine  in  the  water. 

King.  Then  in  our  meafure  vouchfafe  but  one  change  ; 
Thou  bid'ft  me  beg,  this  begging  is  not  Grange. 

Rof.  Play,  mufick,  then  ;  nay,  you  muft  do  it  focn. 
Not  yet  ?  no  dance  :  thus  change  I  like  the  moon. 

King.  Will  you  not  dance  ?  how  come  you  thus  eftrang'd? 

Rof,  You  took  the  moon  at  full,  but  now  fhe's  chang'd. 

King.  Yet  ftill  ihe  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 
The  mufick  plays,  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it. 

R'f.  Our  ears  vouchfafe  it. 

King,  But  your  legs  mould  do  it. 

Roj.  Since  you  are  Grangers,  and  come  here  by  chance, 
We'll  not  be  nice  ;  take  hands,  we  will  not  dance. 
King,  Why  take  you  hands  then  ? 
Rof.  Only  to  part  friends,  CurtTie 
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CurtY.e,  fweet  hearts,  and  fo  the  meafure  ,nds  * 
King.  More  meafure  of  this  meafure  •  ho  • 
V.  We  can  affo,  d  no  more  at  fucS  a'price  '  "** 
King.  Prize  yourfelves  then :  whaf 

Your /bfence  only.      '       *  buysyour 
JS7»f..  That  can  never  be. 

■    *«/  Then  cannot  we  be  bought ;  and  fo   adi,„  . 

Twice  t.  your  vifor,  and  half  once  to  you.  J 
£^   If  you  deny  to  dance,  Jet's  hold  more  chat. 
KoJ.  in  private  then. 
King.  I  am  beft  pleas'dwith  that. 
Bin.  White-handed  miftrefs,  one  fweet  word  with  thee 
Pnn.  Honey   and  milk,  and  fugar  ;  there  is  three 
B.ron.  Nay  then,  two  treys;  and  ;Kougrow 

KfhTlh^nteetm%5  "4™>  *«'  ' 

Pw/.  Seventh  fweet,  adieu  ; 
Since  you  can  cog,  I'll  play  no  more  with  you. 

mron.  One  word  in  fecret. 

Prin.  Let  it  not  be  fweet. 

Biron.  Thou  griev'ft  my  gall. 

Prin.  Gall's  bitter. 

Biron.  Therefore  meet. 

Ml'.  SSS*  V°UChfafe  W"h  «  »  a  word  ? 

Dum.  Fair  lady. 

Mar.  Say  you  fo  ?  fair  lord  : 
Take  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

Dum*  Pleafe  it  you  $ 
As  much  in  private,  and  I'll  bid  adieu. 

Cath.  What,  was  your  vizard  made  without  ,  tongue? 

Cath.  O  for  your  reafon  !  quickly,  Sir  ;  I  lone 

You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your  malk 
And  would  afford  my  fpecchlefs  vizard  half. 

Cath.  Veal,,  quoth  the  Dutch  man :  is  net  veal  a  c  V* 

iwjf .  A  calf,  fair  lady  ?  '  *  ***  1 

Caf£.  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 
Let's  part  the  word. 

Cath.  Ho,  l'il  not  be  your  half  j 

Ee  ^  Take 
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Take  all  and  wean  it  5  i.t  may  prove  an  ox. 

Long.  Look,  how  you  butt  your  felf  in  thefe  fliarp  mocks! 
Will  you  give  horns,  chafte  lady  ?  do  not  fo. 

Cutb.  Then  die  a  calf  before  your  horns  do  grow* 
Long,  One  word  in  private  with  you  ere  I  die* 
Cath.  Bleat  foftly  then,  the  butcher  hears  you  cry. 
Boyct.  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  keen 
As  is  the  razor's  edge  invinble, 
Cutting  a  fmalier  hair  than  may  be  feen, 
Above  the  fenfe  of  fenfe,  fo  fenfible 
Se^meth  their  conference,  their  conceits  have  wings, 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bul'ets,  wind,  thought,  fwifter  things. 
Rof.  Not  one  word  imre,  my  maids  ;  break  off,  break  off. 
Biron.  By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  feoff. 
King*  Farewell,  mad  wenches,  you  have  fimple  wits. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Lords*. 
SCENE  VI. 
Prix.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Mufcovites. 
Are  thefe  the  breed  cf  wits  fo  wondred  at  ? 

Boyet.  Tapers  they  are,  with  your  fweet  breaths  puft  out. 
Bof.  Well-liking  wits  they  have,  grofs,  gvofs,  fat,  fat. 
Prin.  O  poverty  in  wit,  kingly  poor  ft  ui ! 
Will  they  not  (think  you)  hang  themfelves  to-night  ? 

'Or  ever,  but  in  vizards,  fhew  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  count'nance  quite. 

Rof.  O  !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cafes. 
The  King  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  word. 
Prin.  Biron  did  fwear  himfe'f  cut  of  all  fuit. 
Mar.  Dumain  was  at  my  fervke,  and  his  fword  : 
No  point,  quoth  1 5  my  fervam  ftrait  was  mute. 

Cath.  Lord  Longa<vi/k  faid,  I  came  o^er  his  heart  j 
And  trow  you  what  he  call' d' me  ? 
Prin.  Qualm,  perhaps. 
Cath.  Yes,  in  good  faith. 
Prin.  Go,  licknefs  as  thou  art  ! 
•Rcf.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  ftatute  capSt 
But  will  you  hear  ?  the  King  is  my  love  fworn. 
Prin.  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  faith  to  me* 
Cath.  And  Longaville  was  for  my  fervice  born. 
Mar.  Dumain  is  mine  as  fure  as  bark  on  tree. 

J2oyet 
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Boyet,  Madam,  and  pretty  miftrelTes,  give  ear : 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  fhapes  5  for  it  can  never  be. 
They  will  digeft  this  harm  indignity. 

Prin.  Will  they  return  ? 

Boyet,  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows  ; 
And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows : 
Therefore  change  favours,  and  when  they  repair, 
Blow  like  fwcet  rofes  in  the  fummer  air. 

Prin,  How  blow  ?  how  blow  ?  fpeak  to  be  underflood, 

Boyet.  Fair  ladies  mafkt  are  rofes  in  their  bud  : 
Difmafkt,  their  damafk  fweet  commixture  mown, 
Are  angels  vailing  *  clouds,  or  rofes  Wown. 

Prin.  Avaunt,  perplexity  !  what  mall  we  do, 
If  they  return'd  in  their  own  lhapes  to  woo  ? 

Rof.  Good  Madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd, 
Let's  mock  them  ftill  as  well  known  as  difguis'd, 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Difguis'd  like  Mufcovites  in  fhapelefs  gear  : 
And  wonder  what  they  were,  and  to  what  end 
Their  mallow  /hows,  and  prologue  vilely  pen'd, 
And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous, 
Should  be  presented  at  our  tents  to  us. 

Boyet.  Ladies,  withdraw,  the  gallants  are  at  hand. 

Prin,  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  o'er  the  land.  \Exe9 
SCENE  VII. 
Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  and  Dumain,  in  their 
own  habits :  Boyet  meeting  them. 

King.  Fair  Sir,  God  fave  you  !  Where's  thePrinccfs  ? 

Boyet.  Gone  to  her  tent. 
Pienie  it  your  Majefty,  command  me  any  fervice  to  her  ? 

King,  That  me  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one  wo  id. 

Boyet.  1  will,  and  fo  will  me,  I  know,  my  lord.  [Exit* 

Biron.  Thi;  fellow  picks  up  wit  as  pigeons  peas, 
And  utters  it  again,  when  Jove  doth  pleafe  : 
He  is  wit's  pedlar,  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes  and  waflals,  meetings,  markets,  fairs : 

E  e  3  An3 

•  VriVtng  here  is  to  be  difting  nfliM  from  I'eiliw,  and  carrier 
the  fa nt-  fcn(e  as  in  the  phr&fc  wtifag  a  bot;tt(t}  that  i»»  pu.tt*z 
1  \v?r;ng,  fmkirjg  down. 
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And  we  that  fell  by  grofs,  the  Lord  doth  know, 
Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  luch  mow. 
This  gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  fleeve  5 
Had  he  been  Adam  he  had  tempted  Eve. 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lifp  :  why  this  is  he, 
That  kift  away  his  hand  in  courtefie. 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,  Monfieur  the  nice, 
That  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms  :  nay,  he  can  fing 
A  mean  moft  mainly  ;  and  in  uihering 
.Mend  him  who  can  5  the  ladies  call  him  fweet| 
The  ftairs  as  he  treads  on  them  kifs  his  feet. 
This  is  the  flower  that  fmiles  on  every  one, 
To  mew  his  teeth  as  white,  as  whale  his  bone» 
And  confeiences,  that  will  not  die  in  debt, 
Pay  him  the  due  of  honey-tonguM  Boyet. 

King*  A  blifter  on  his  fweet,  tongue,  with  my  heart, 
That  put  Armada's  page  out  of  his  part ! 

SCENE  VIIJ. 
Enter  the  Princefi,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catharine,  Boyet, 
and  attendants.* 
Kin^.  We  corhe  to  vint  you,  and  purpofe  now 
To  lead  you  to  our  court,  vouchfafe  it  then. 
Prin.  This  field  mall  hold  me,  and  fo  hold  your  vow  : 

Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke  ; 

The  virtue  of  your  eye  makes  break  my  oath. 
Prin.  You  nick-name  virtue :  vice  you  mould  have  fpoke  : 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  mens  troth. 
New,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unfully'd  Jiily,  I  proteft, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  mould  endure, 
1  would  net  yield  to  be  your  houle's  gueft  ; 

So 

*  ----  attcninnts. 

T>ken.  See  where  it  comes;  behaviour,  what  wert  thou? 
'Till  this  mad-Jnan  fhcw'd  thee?  and  what  art  thou  now? 
King,  All  hail,  fwect  madam;  and  fair  time  of  day  J 

'Tr'ra.  Fair  in  all  hail  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
Rir-g-  Conftruemy  fpeeches  better,  if  you  may. 

Trijs.  Then  win  mc  better*  I  will  give.ycu  Jea*e» 
Kf7%.  We  come,  &c* 
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So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  caufe  to  be 
Of  heav'nly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity. 

King.  O,  you  have  'iv'd  in  defolation  here, 
Unfeni,  unvihtd,  much  to  our  mame. 

Prin,  Not  fo,  my  lord,  it  is  not  fo  I  fwear, 

We  have  had  paftimes  here  and  pleafarlt  game* 
A  mefs  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  late. 

King,  How,  Madam  ?  Ruffians? 

Prin.  Ay,  in  truth,  my  lord  ; 
Trim  gallants,  full  of  court/hip,  and  of  ftate. 

Rof  Madam,  fpeak  truth   It  is  not  fo,  my  lord  4 
My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days) 
In  courtefie  gives  undeferving  praife. 
We  four  indeed  confronted  were  with  four 
In  Ruffian  habit  :  here  they  ftay'd  an  hour, 
And  talk'd  apace,  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord, 
They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools;  but  tais  I  think, 
When  they  are  thirfty,  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

Biron.  Thisjeft  is  dry  to  me.    Fair,  gentle,  fwcet, 
Your  wit  makes  wife  things  fooliih  ;  when  we  greet 
With  eyes  beft  feeing  heaven's  fiery  eye, 
By  light  we  lofe  light ;  your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  as  to  your  huge  ftore 
Wife  things  feem  foolifh,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 

Rof.  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich  ;  for  in  my  eye — - 

Biron.  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 

Rof.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong, 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue. 

Biron.  O,  1  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  poffefs. 

Rof  All  the  fool  mine  ? 

Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  lefs. 

Rof.  Which  of  the  vizards  was  it  that  you  wore  ? 

Biron.  Where  ?  when  ?  what  vizard  ?  why  demand  you 
this  ? 

Rof.  There,  then,  that  vizard,  that  fuperfluous  cafe, 
That  hid  the  worfe,  and  mew'd  the  better  face. 

King.  We  are  defcried,  they'll  mock  us  now  downright, 

Dum.  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  jerh 

Prin,  Amaz'd,  my  lord  ?  why  looks  your  Highnefs  fad  ? 

Rof* 
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Rof  Help,  hold  his  brows,  he'll  fwoon  :  why  look  you 
Sea-lick,  I  think,  coming  from  Mufcovy.  [paje  j 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  ftars  down  plagues  for  perjury. 

<?an  any  face  of  brafs  hold  longer  out  ? 
Here  ftand  I,  lady,  dart  thy  fkiJl  at  me, 

Bruife  me  with  fcorn,  confound  me  with  a  flout, 
Thruft  thy  fharp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance  j 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit  $ 
And  I  will  wilh  thee  never  more  to  dance, 

Nor  never  more  in  Ruffian  habit  wait. 

0  !  never  will  I  truft  to  fpeeches  pen'd, 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  fchool-bcy's  tongue, 
Nor  never  come  in  vizard  to  my  friend, 

Nor  woo  in  rhime  like  a  blind  harper's  fong  5 
Taffata  phrafes,  filken  terms  preciie, 

Three-piFd  hyperboles,  fpruce  affectation, 
Figures  pedantical,  thefe  fummer  flies 

Have  blown  me  full  of  maggot  orientation. 

1  do  forfwear  them,  and  I  here  proteft, 

By  this  white  glove,  (how  white  the  hand  God  knows) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  mall  be  expreft 
In  ruflet  yeas,  and  hone  ft  kerfie  noes : 
And  to  begin,  wench,  (fo  God  help  me,  law  !) 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  flaw. 

Rof.  Sans  fans,   I  pray  you. 

Biron,  Yet  1  have  a  trick 
Of  the  old  rage  :  bear  with  me,  I  am  fick, 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrees  :  foft,  let  us  fee, 
V/rite  Lord  have  me*-cy  on  us,  and  thofe  three, 
They  are  infected,  in  their  hearts  it  lies, 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes  : 
Thefe  lords  are  vifited,  you  are  not  free  j 
Por  the  lord's  tokens  on  you  both  I  fee. 

Prin.  No,  they  are  free  that  gave  thefe  tokens  to  us. 

Biron.  Our  ffates  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undo  us. 

Rof,  It  is  not  fo  ;  for  how  can  this  be  tr&e, 
That  you  ftand  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  fue  ? 

Biron.  Peace,  for  1  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Rof*  Nor  mall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron*  Speak  for  your  felves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 

King 
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King.  Teach  us,  fweet  Madam,  for  our  rude  trarifgreifion 
Some  fair  excufe. 

Prin.  The  faireft  is  confeflion. 
Were  you  not  here  but  even  now  difguis'd  ? 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 

King.  I  was,  fair  Madam. 

Prin.  When  you  then  were  here, 
What  did  you  whifper  in  your  lady's  ear  ? 

King.  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  refpec"fc  her* 

Prin.  When  me  (hall  challenge  this,  ydu  will  reject  her* 

King.  Upon  mine  honour,  no* 

Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear  : 
Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forfwear. 

King.  Defpife  me  when  I  break  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin.  I  will,  and  therefore  keep  it.  Rojaliney 
What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  ear  ? 

Rof.  Madam,  he  fwore  that  he  did  hold  me  deaf 
As  precious  eye-fight,  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world  ;  adding  thereto  moreover 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  lover* 

Prin..  God  give  thee  joy  of  him  !  the  noble  lonJ 
Moft  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

King.  What  mean  you,  Madam  ?  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  never  fwore  this  lady  fuch  an  oath. 

Rof.  By  heav'n,  you  did  ;  and  to  confirm  it  plain, 
You  gave  me  this  :  but  take  it,  Sir,  again. 

King.  My  faith,  and  this  to  trT  Princefs  I  did  give, 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  fleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  this  jewel  did  (he  wear  : 
And  lord  Biron9  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear. 
What  ?  will  you  have  me  ?  or  your  pearl  again  ? 

Biron,  Neither  of  either  :  I  remit  both  twain. 
I  fee  the  trick  on't  j  here  was  a  confent, 
Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment, 
To  dim  it  like  a  Cbriftmas  comedy. 
Some  carry-tale,  fome  pleife-man,  fome  flight  zany, 
Some  mumble-news,  fome  trencher-knight,  fome  Dick 
That  fmiles  his  cheek  in  fleers,  and  knows  the  trick 
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To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  flies  difpos'd, 

Told  our  intents  before  ;  which  once  difclos'd, 

The  ladies  did  change  favours,  and  then  we 

Following  the  figns,  woo'd  but  the  fign  of  (he  : 

Now  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror, 

"We  are  again  forfworn  in  will  and  error : 

Much  upon  this  it  is.  And  might  not  you       [To  Boyefc. 

Foreftal  our  fport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 

Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  th'  fquier, 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye, 
■And  ftand  between  her  back,  Sir,  and  the  fire, 

Holding  a  trencher,  jefting  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  page  out :  go,  you  are  allow'd, 
Die  when  you  will,  a  fmock  /hall  be  your  fhrowd. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  fword. 

Boyet.  Full  merrily, 
Brave  manager,  hath  this  career  been  run, 

Biron,  Lo,  he  is  tilting  ftrait.  Peace,  I  have  done* 
Enter  Coftard. 
Welcome,  pure  wit,  thou  parteft  a  fair  fray. 

Cofl,  O  lord,  Sir,  they  would  know 
Whether  the  three  worthies  mall  come  in,  or  no. 

Biron.  What,  are  there  but  three  ? 

Cofl.  No,  Sir,  but  it  is  very  fine  j 
For  every  one  prefents  three. 

Biron*  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine  ? 

Cofi.  Not  fo,  Sir,  under  correction,  Sir,  I  hope  it  is 
not  fo. 

You  cannot  beg  us,  Sir,  I  can  afTure  you,  Sir,  we  know 

what  we  know  ;  I  hope  three  times  thrice,  Sir  ■ 

Biron.  Is  not  nine. 

Cofl.  Under  correction,  Sir,  we  know  whereuntil  it  doth 
amount. 

Biron.  By  jfove,  I  always  took  three  threes  for  nine. 
Cofl.  O  lord,  Sir,  it  were  pity  you  mould  get  your  Jiving 
by  reckoning,  Sir. 

Biron.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Cofl.  O  lord,  Sir, the  parties  themfelves,  the  actors,  Sir,wili 
$ew  whereuntil  it  doth  amount  -9  for  my  own  part,  I  am 
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as  they  fay,  but  to  perfect  one  man  in  one  poor  man,  Pom* 
pion  the  Great,  Sir. 
*  Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 

Coft.  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pompion  the 
Great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not  the  degree  of  the 
worthy  ;  but  I  am  to  ftand  for  him. 

Biron.  Go  bid  them  prepare. 

Coji,  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  Sir,  we  will  take  fome 
care. 

King.  Biron,  they  will  mame  us ;  let  them  not  approach. 

[Exit  Coft. 

Biron.  We  are  fliame-proof,  my  lord  5  and  'tis  fome 
policy 

To  have  one  fhow  worfe  than  the  King  and  his  company. 

King,  I  fay,  they  fhall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  me  o'er- rule  you  now  j 
That  fport  beft  pleafes  that  doth  leaft  know  how. 
Where  zeal  ftrives  to  content,  and  the  content 
.Dies  in  the  zeal  of  that  it  doth  prefent ; 
Their  form  confounded  makes  moft  form  in  mirth  ; 
When  great  things  labouring  perifh  in  their  birth. 

Biron,  A  right  defcription  of  our  fport,  my  lord. 
SCENE  IX.    Enter  Armado. 

Arm,  Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  expence  of  thy  royal 
fweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 

Prin.  Doth  this  man  ferve  God  ? 

Biron.  Why  afk  you  ? 

Prirt,  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making. 

Arm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  fweet,  honey  monarch  ; 
for  I  proteft  the  fchoolmafter  is  exceeding  fantaftical :  too, 
too  vainj  too,  too  vain :  but  we  will  put  it,  as  they  fay, 
to  fortuna  della  guerra.  I  wifh  you  the  peace  of  mind, 
'  moft  royal  cupplement. 

King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  prefence  of  worthies :  he 
prefents  Hecior  of  Troy  ;  the  fwain,  Pompey  the  Great  ;  the 
pari/h-curate,  Alexander  ;  Armada's  page,  Hercules  j  the 
pedant,  Judas  Machabeus ; 

And  if  thefe  four  worthies  in  their  firft  /hew  thrive, 
Thefe  four  will  change  habits,  and  prefent  the  other  five. 
Biron,  There  are  five  in  the  firft  fliew. 

King* 


336  Love'j  Labour's  loft. 

King*  You  are  deceived,  'tis  not  fo. 
Biron.  The  pedant,  the  braggart t  the  hedge-prieft,  thr 
fool,  and  the  boy. 

A  bare  throw  at  novem,  and  the  whole  world  again 
Cannot  prick  out  five  fuch,  take  each  one  in's  vein. 

King.  The  ihip  is  under  fail,  and  here  me  comes  amain,, 
Enter  Coftard  for  Pompey. 

Coft.  I 'Pompey  am. 

Boyet.  You  lie,  you  are  not  he. 

Coft.  I  Pompey  am. 

Boyet.  With  Libbard's  head  on  knee. 

Biron.  Well  faid,  old  mocker  ; 
I  muft  needs  be  friends  with  thee. 

Coft.  J  Pompey  am,  Pompey  furnamd  the  Big. 

Dum.  The  Great. 
♦  Coft.  It  is  great,  Sir  ;  Pompey,  furnanid  the  Great  j 
¥bat  oft  in  field,  ivitb  targe  and  Jhield, 

Did  make  my  foe  to  fweat  : 
And  travelling  along  this  coaft,  I  here  am  come  by  chance ; 
And  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  of  this  fiveet  lafs  of Trance. 
If  your  ladylhip  would  fay,  thanks,  Pompey,  I  had  done. 

Prin.  Great  thanks,  great  Pompey. 

Coft.  'Tis  not  fo  much  worth  3  but  I  hope  I  was  perfect. 
I  made  a  little  fault  in  great. 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  half-penny,  Pompey  proves  the  belt 
Worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  for  Alexander. 
Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  livd,  1  "was  the  worlds  com- 
mander. 

By  eaft,  weft,  north  and fouth,  T fpread  my  conquering  inight  ; 
JMy  efcutcbeon  plain  declares  that  I  am  Alifander. 

Biron.  Your  nofe  fays  no,  you  are  not  5  for  it  ftands  not 
right. 

Biron*  Your  nofe  fmells  no,  in  this  moll  tender  fmelling 
Knight. 

Prin.  The  conqueror  is  difmaid :  proceed,  good  Alexander. 
Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  li<vd,  1 was  the  world"  s  corn* 
wander.  1 

Boyet.  Moft  true,  'tis  right  3  you  were  fo,  Alifander. 
JSiron*  Pompey  the  Great ! 
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Cop*.  Your  fervant  and  Cofiard. 

Biron.  Take  away  the  conqueror,  take  away  Alijander* 
Coji.  O  Sir,  you  have  overthrown  Alifander  the  conque- 
ror. [To  Nath.]  You  will  be  icrap'd  out  of  the  painted 
cloth  for  this ;  your  lion,  that  holds  the  poll-ax  fitting  on 
a  clofeftool,  will  be  given  to  Ajax  ;  *  he  will  be  then  the 
ninth  worthy.  A  conqueror,  and  afraid  to  fpeak  ?  run  a- 
wayfor  fhame,  AliJ a nder.  There,  an't  fliall  pleafe  you  ;  a 
foolifh  mild  man,  an  honeft  man,  look  you,  and  foon  dafh'd. 
He  is  a  marvellous  good  neighbour,  infooth,  and  a  very  goad 
bowler  ;  but  for  Alifandcr}  alas,  you  fee,  how  he's  a  little 
o'er- parted  :  but  there  are  worthies  a  coming  will  fpeak 
their  mind  in  fome  other  fort. 

Biron.  Stand  afide,  good  Pompey. 
Enter  Holofernes  for  Judas,  and  Moth  for  Hercules. 
Hoi.  Great  Hercules  is  prefented  by  this  imp, 

Whofe  club  killM  Cerberus  the  three-headed  canui  j 
And  when  he  was  a  babe,  a  child,  a  fhrimp, 

Thus  did  he  ftrangle  ferper.ts  in  his  tnanus  : 
Quoniam,  he  feemeth  in  minority  $ 
Ergo,  I  come  with  this  apolog). 

Keep  fome  ftate  in  thy  Exit,  andvaniflit        [Exit  Moth# 

Hoi.  Judas  /  am, 

Dum.  A  Judas. 

Hoi,  Not  Ifcariot,  Sir, 
Judas  1  am,  ycleped  Machabeus* 

Dum.  Judas  Machabeus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

Biron,  A  kiiTing  traitor.    How  art  thou  prov'd  Judas  9 

Hoi.  Judas  J  am. 

Dum.  The  more  fhame  for  you,  Judas, 

Hoi,  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Boyet,  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 

Hoi.  Begin,  Sir,  you  are  my  elder. 

Biron.  Well  follow'd,  Judas  was  hang'd  on  an  elder. 

HoL  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countemnce. 

Biron.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  face. 

Hoi.  What  is  this  ? 

•  A  ridicule  upon  the  Arms  given  to  Alexander  in  theHiftory 
of  the  nine  Worthies,-  and  it  ends  iu  a  wretchd  quibble  upon 
$he  words  Ajax  and  A  jakjs* 

Voi,  II,  Ff  B^yet. 
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Boyet.  A  cittern  head. 

Dum,  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 

Bit  on*  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 

hong.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  fcarce  fecn« 

Boyet.  The  pummel  of  Cafar's  faulchion. 

Dum.  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  flaflc. 

Biron.  St.  George's  half  cheek  in  a  broch. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  in  a  broch  of  lead. 

Biron*  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth-drawer; 
And  now,  forward  5  for  we  have  put  thee  in  countenance* 

Hoi.  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance, 

Biron.  Falfe,  we  have  given  thee  faces. 

HoL  But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 

Biron.  An  thou  wert  a  lion  we  would  do  fo. 

Boyet,  Therefore  as  he  is  an  afs,  let  him  go. 
And  fo  adieu,  fweet  Jude ;  nay,  why  doft  thou  ftay  ?  * 

Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 

Biron.  For  the  Afs  to  the  Jude  5  give  it  him.  Jud-ar,. 
away. 

Hoi.  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble. 
Boyet.  A  light  for  morfieur  Judas  j  it  grows  dark,  he 
may  ftumble. 

Prin,  Alas,  poor  Machabeus!  how  he  hath  been  baited! 

Enter  Arm  ado. 
Biron.  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles,  here  comes  Hoc! or  in 
arms* 

Dum.  Tho'  my  mods  come  home  to  me,  I  will  now  be 
^Wierry. 

King*  He&or  was  but  a  Trojan  in  refpect  of  this. 

Boyet.  But  is  this  3.eclort 

.King*  I  think  HeEhr  was  notfo  clean  timberM. 

hong.  His  leg  is  tjo  big  for  He&or, 

Dum.  More  calf,  certain. 

Boyet.  No  5  he  h  beftindu'd  in  thefmall. 

Biron.  This  can  t  be  HcElor, 

Dum.  He's  a  God  or  a  painter,  for  he  makes  faces. 
Arm.  The  arm  potent  Mars,  of  launces  the  Almighty , 
Qa^e  He&or  a  gift. 
Dum.  A  gil:  nutmeg. 
Biron.  A  lenoa. 
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JLotig.  Stuck  with  cloves. 
Dum.  No,  cloven. 

Arm,  The  artnipotent  Mars,  of  launces  the  Almighty , 
Gave  Hector  a  gift,  the  heir  of  IJion  ; 
/I  man  fo  breathed,  that  certain  he  "Mould fight  ye 

From  mom  till  night,  out  »f  his  pavili$n. 
%  am  that  flower. 

Dum.  That  mint. 

Long.  That  columbine. 

Arm.  Sweet  lord  Longavifle,  rein  thy  tongue* 

Long.  I  mull  rather  give  it  the  rein  3  for  it  runs  againf 
HeElor. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  HecJor's  a  grey-hound. 

Arm.  The  fweet  war- man  is  dead  and  rotten  ; 
•Sweet  chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  bury'd  s 
But  I  will  foward  with  my  device  ; 
£>weet  Royalty,  beftow  on  me  the  fenfe  of  hearing. 

Prin.  Speak,  brave  HeElor  ;  we  are  much  delighted. 

Arm.  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  Grace's  flipper. 

Boyet.  Loves  he  by  the  foot  ? 

Dum.  He  may  not  by  the  yard. 

Arm-  This  Hector  far  furmounted  Hannibal. 

Coft.  The  party  is  gone,  fellow  HeBor,  me  is  gone  ;  (he 
is  two  months  on  her  way. 

Arm.  What  mean'ft  thou  ; 

Coft.  Faith,  unlefs  you  play  the  honeft  Trojan,  the  poor 
wench  is  caft  away  ;  file's  quick,  the  child  brags  in  her 
f)elly  already.    'Tis  yours. 

Arm.  Doft  thou  infamonize  me  among  potentates  ?  thott 
jfhalt  die. 

Coft.  Then  mall  Hc&or  be  whipt  for  Jaquenetta,  that  it 
fmick  by  him ;  and  hang'd  fox  Pompey,  that  is  dead  by  him. 
Dum.  Molt  rare  Pompey  ! 
Boyet.  Renown' d  Pompey  / 

Biron.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great  Pompey  . 
pompey  the  huge  ! 

Dum.  Hetlor  trembles. 

Biron.  Pompey  is  mov'd,  more  Ates,  more  Ah,  fur 
them  on,  ftir  them  on. 

Dum.  Heclor  will  challenge  him. 

F  t*  z  Biron. 
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Siren,  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in's  belly 
than  will  fup  a  flea. 
*  Arm.  By  the  north  pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Cofl,  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole  like  a  northern  man  j 
I'll  flafh  ;  I'll  do't  by  the  fword  :  I  pray  you,  let  me  bor- 
row my  arms  again. 

Dum.  Room  for  the  incenfed  worthies, 

Coft.  I'll  do't  in  my  mirt. 

Dum.  Moft  refolute  Pompey  ! 

Moth.  Matter,  let  me  take  you  a  button-hole  lower.  Do 
you  not  fee  Pompey  is  uncafing  for  the  combat  ?  what 
mean  you  ?  you  will  lofe  your  reputation. 

Arm*  Gentlemen  and  foldiers,  pardon  me,  I  will  not 
combat  in  my  flrirt. 

Dum.  You  may  not  deny  it,  Pompey  hath  made  tho 
challenge. 

Arm.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will. 

Biron.  What  reafon  have  you  for't  ?  , 

Arm.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  mirt,  I  ga 
woolward  for  penance. 

Boyet.  True,  and  it  was  enjoin'd  him  in  Rome  for  want 
of  linnen  5  fince  when,  I'll  be  fworn  he  wore  none,  but  3 
dilh-clout  of  Jaquenetta's,  and  that  he  wears  next  his  heast 
for  a  favour. 

SCENE    X.     Enter  Macard. 

Mac.  God  fave  you,  Madam. 

Prin.  Welcome,  Macard,  but  that  thou  interrupted  ot» 
merriment. 

Mac.  I  am  forry,  Madam  ;  for  the  news  I  bring 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.    The  King  your  father  — 

Prin.  Dead  for  my  life. 

Mac.  Even  fo  :  my  tale  is  told. 

Biron.  Worthies,  away  5  the  fcene  begins  to  cloud. 

Arm.  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath  ;  I  hav* 
feen  the  day  of  right  through  the  little  hole  of  difcretion* 
and  I  will  right  my  felf  like  a  foldier.    {Exeunt  Worthies* 

King.  How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

Prin.  Boyet,  prepare,  I  will  away  to-night. 

King.  Madam,  not  fo  j  I  do  befeech  you,  ftay. 

Prin*  Prepare,  I  fay.    I  thank  you,  gracious  lords, 
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Tor  all  your  fair  endeavours ;  and  entreat, 
Out  of  a  new-fad  foul,  that  you  vouchfafe 
In  your  rich  wifdom  to  excufe  or  Jiide 
The  liberal  oppofition  of  our  fpirits  ; 
If  over- boldly  we  have  born  our  felves 
In  the  converfe  of  breath,  your  gentlenefs 
Was  guilty  of  it.    Farewel,  worthy  lord; 
An  heavy  heart  bears  not  a  nimble  tongue  : 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  fhort  of  thanks 
for  my  great  fuit  fo  eafily  obtained  * 

King.  The  extreme  part  of  time  extremely  forms 
All  caufes  to  the  purpofe  of  his  fpeed, 
And  often  at  his  very  loofe  decides 
That,  which  long  procefs  could  not  arbitrate. 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling  courtefie  of  love 
The  holy  fuit  which  fain  it  would  convince  ; 
Yet  fince  love's  argument  was  firft  on  foot, 
Let  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  juftle  it 
From  what  it  purpos'd.    Since  to  wail  friends  loll 
Is  not  by  much  fo  wholefome,  profitable, 
As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found, 

Prin.  I  underitand  you  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 

Biron.  Honeft  plain  words,  baft  pierce  the  ear  of  gi i< 
And  by  thefe  badges  underftand  the  King. 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  neglected  time, 
Play'd  foul  play  with  our  oaths :  your  beauty,  ladies, 
Hath  much  deformed  us,  falhioning  our  humours 
Fven  to  th'  oppofed  end  of  our  intents  \ 
And  what  in  us  hath  feem'd  ridiculous, 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  {trains, 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  /kipping  and  vain, 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and  therefore  like  the  eye, 
Full  of  ftraying  fhapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms, 
Varying  in  fubjecls  as  the  eye  doth  rowl, 
To  every  varied  objecT:  in  his  glance  j 
Which  party-coated  prefence  of  loofe  love 
Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  heav'nly  eyes, 
Have  miibecomM  our  oaths  and  giavities  ; 
Thofe  heav'nly  eyes,  that  look  into  thefe  faults, 

F  f  3  S 
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With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
1°  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  fmile. 

Biron.  To  move  wild  laaghter  in  the  throat  of  death  % 
It  cannot  be,  it  is  impoJible  : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony. 

Rof.  Why,  that's  the  way  to  choak  a  gibing  ipirit^ 
Whofe  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace, 
Which  /hallow  laughiu.g  hearers  give  to  fools ; 
A  jeft's  profperity  lyes  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it  :  then,  if  lickly  ears 
Deaft  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear  groans, 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcorns  ;  continue  then, 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal  : 
But  if  they  will  not ;  throw  away  that  fpirit, 
And  I  mall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault,  j 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

Biron.  A  twelvemonth  ?  well,  befall  what  will  befall, 
1*11  jeft  a  twelve-month  in  an  hofpital. 

Prin.  Ay,  fweet  my  lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

[To  the  King* 

King*  No,  madam,  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 

Biron.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play  $ 
Jack  hath  not  Jill',  thefe  ladies'  courtefie 
Alight  well  have  made  our  fport  a  comedy. 

King.  Come,  Sir,  it  wants  a  twelve-month  and  a  day, 
And  then  'twill  end. 

Biron.  That's  too  long  for  a  play. 

Enter  Armado. 

Arm.  Sweet  Majefty,  vouchfafeme  

Prin.  Was  not  that  He&or  ? 

Dum.  The  worthy  Knight  of  Troy. 

Arm.  I  will  kiffi  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave.  I 
am  a  votary  ;  I  have  vow'd  X.o  J  a  qucnett  a  to\io\&  the  plough 
for  her  fweet  love  three  years.  But,  moft  efteem'd  Great- 
nefs,  will  you  hear  the  dialogue  that  the  two  learned  men 
have  compiled,  in  praife  of  the  owl  and  the  cuckow  ?  it  mould 
have  follow' d  in  the^end  of  our  mew. 

King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  fo* 

A-m%  Holla,  approach 

Ente* 
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M titer  all. 
This  lide  is  Hiems,  winter. 

This  Per,  the  fpring  :  the  one  maintain' d  by  the  owl^ 
The  other  by  the  cuckow* 
Ver,  begin. 

The  SONG* 

When  dairies  pied,  and  violets  Hue, 

And  lady-fmocks  all  Jiher  white, 
And  cuckow-buds  of  yellow  hue. 

Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight  ; 
¥he  cuckow  then  on  every  tree 
Mocks  married  men  3  for  thus  fings  he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow,  cuckow  :  0  word  of  fear, 
XJnpleaJing  to  a  married  ear  ! 

When  jhepherds  pipe  on  oaten  ftraws, 
And  merry  larks  are phughmens  clocks: 

When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks  and  daws, 
And  maidens  bleach  their  fummer  f mocks  £ 

The  cuckow  then  on  every  tree 

Mocks  married  men  5  for  thus  fmgs  he, 

Cuckow. 

Cuckow,  cuckow  :  0  word  of  fear, 
XJnpleaJing  to  a  married  ear  { 

W  INT  E 

When  ificles  hang  by  the  wall, 

AndDick  the  Jhepherd blows  his  nail-, 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 

And  milk  comes froxen  home  in  pail  \ 
When  blood  is  nipt,  and  ways  befoul, 
then  nightly  Jings  the  flaring  owl 
^Tu-whit,  to-who  ; 
A  merry  note, 

While  greafu  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 
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When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow, 

And  coughing  drowns  theparfon's  faw  5 

And  birds  Jit  brooding  in  the /now, 

And  Marian' j  nofe  looks  red  and  raw  J 

When  roajled  crabs  hifs  in  the  bowl \ 

Then  nightly  fings  the  flaring  owl, 

Tu-whit,  to-who  : 
A  merry  note, 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot, 

Arm,  The  words  of  Mercury 
Are  harfh  after  the  fongs  of  Apollo  ; 
You,  that  way  3  we,  this  way,  £E#eunt  Mttnj 


The  End  of  the  Second  Volume* 


